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EVENING REFLECTIONS- 
WRITTEN IN 5 
WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 
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The following Reflefiions, ſuggeſted by a contemplative 
walk among the Monuments in Weftminfter Abbey, as they 
hold out leſſons of moment and importance to men in gene- 


G. W. 


We read therr monuments ; we fizh ; and white 
We figh we fink, and are what we deplor d? 
: Lamenting or lamented, all our lot, Youxe, 


0 


= 
FAIL, facred Fane! amidft whoſe ſtately ſhrines, 
Her conflant vigils, Melancholy keeps; 
{Whilſt on her arm her grief-worn cheek reclines) 


And o'er the ſpoils homes gout wage. 
Vol. I. 1. 3 
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* 


-.. bod drawn aiſles and an vaults of this: Ve- 
nerable pile of gothic magniſicence, diffuſe over the mind 
a pleafing meiancholy ; while the eye is on every fide at- 


 tradted by the ſtoried urn and animated buſt, which com- 


memorate the virtues of the monarch, the abilities of the 
Lateſman, or the atchicvements of the hero. 


* 

U. 5 
In contemplation wrapt, now let me ſiray ; 
And ficaling from the idly-buſy throng, 
Devouily meditate the moral lay. 


III. 
What pleaſing fadneſs fills my thoughtful breaſt 
Wbene'er my fieps theſe gloomy manſions trace®, 
Where, in their ſumpt'ous tombs. in ſilence reſt, 


| = 

Here terminates ambition's airy ſchemes?, 
The fyren pleaſe have alkanes te mare 3 
And life's fantaſtic willles all are o'er. — 


ut. * lt. — — 8 _ —— 
— 
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. SS — in an ancient 
Abbey, naturally tend to ſuggeſt reſlections of a pleaſant 


m:lancholy nature, truly intereſting, uſeful, and in- 
| + Hitherto mayſt thou go, but no farther, and here 
| Hall thy proud waves be layed, JoB , 22. 
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Hence learn to know thyſelf+; for tis decreed, 


1 1 
* 
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TIT ANN wy aye bigs 


Approach, vain child of fortune, pow'r, dh 


Here learn a leſſon from each ſpeaking buſt ; 
View en cach ley tend the exviad neme 
Of worldly greatneſs, levelled in the duft®. 


vn. 


| How low, how little now, look down and fee ; 


That thou as lute and as low ſhalt beg. | 
As F ull 


2 ” * 


* Herein the rich, the honor d, fam'd and great, 
P e eee Por. 


c Younc. 
OO Duft thou art, and unto duſt thou ſhalt return 2 
it appointed unto all men, once to die. Gexss1s iii. 29. 


3 


141 
vim. 
Fu'l many a hapleſs victim yet unborn, 
O death all conq'ring ! at thy feet muſt fall, 
Before the dawring of that glorious mora, 


When thou bai yield, and God be alis all 


IX. | 

Then from the ſilent grave and op'ning tomb. 
And this time*honor'd abbcy's crouded womb 
| Reſign iis treaſures of illuſtrious dead. 


I fee his banner in the clouds diſplay'd, 4 
And the world's Saviour, from his chrone on high, 


Deſcend in pureſt robes of light array d. 


= EM 
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For tho' all die, yet all ſhall riſe again. 


5 


* Boaſt not, O death ! thy univerſal reign, 


1 CortNTHIANS xv. 26. 


Te 


8 
XI. 
Great day of gladneſs to the good and juſt, 
When they ſhall taſte the wonders of his love; 
And riſing joyful from their beds of duſt, | 
Aſcend triumphant to the realms above, 


Then ſhall the finiſh'd buſt, the ſculptur'd lone, 
| And all the labour of the artift's hand, 


Diſſolve; and virtue's ſolid baſe alone 


Amidſt the gen'ral wreck of matter land. 


xim. 


Vea, ſhould creation founder in the bos, 


— fa at when Eqppes fl 


Tonne.. 


C'S. 3 
XIV. 
Then ſhall the good reſolve the gen'rous deed 
„And noble conflict in religion's cauſe, 
Be well rewarded ; tis by heav'n decreed®, 
And ſurely meet at judgment God's applauſe. 
O be it then our wiſdom to ſecure | 
| Thoſe glorious crowns that ſhine for ever bright; 
Crowns that adorn the faithful and the pure, 
In the bleſt manſions of eternal light. 


* 


Men Chri ſt to judge the world deſcends, 
us fhall he ſay to all his friends; 
Come, bleſſed ſouls / that kingdom ſhare, 
AI. father did for you prepare 
© Fre earth was founded : come and reign,. 
& Where endleſs life and joys remain.” 
| Then to the wicked— Curſed crew 
| © Depart, heav'n is no place for you 2 1 
To thoſ* eternal burnings go, 3 
6 0 | 
Marrzzw, xxv. 34. 414. 
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TOMBSTONE LECTURES. 


ADDRESSED TO ALL. 


A leflure filent, but of ſovereign uſe. 
ES Younc. 


© WHEN I look on the tombs of the Great,” ſays _ 
Mx. Abptsonx, © everv emotion of envy dies in me 3 
when I read the epitaphs of the Beautiful, every in- 


of parents on a tombſtone, my heart melts with com- 


paſſion; when I fee the tombs of parents themſelves, 
I confider the vanity of grieving for thoſe we muſt 
quickly follow; when I ſee Kings lying by thoſe who 


 Gepaſed them; when I behold rival wits placed fide by 


fide, or the holy men that divided the world with their 


1 contefls and diſputes ; I refle& with ſorrow and aſto- 


of mankind ; when I read the ſeveral dates of thoſe: 
who 


ago, I conſider that great day when we ſhall all of | 


? 
MA 2. 
* Great day / for whick all other days were made: 
— Jr Gn open, 
| Greatday of dread, decifon, and deſpair 
At thought of thee each fublunary wiſh 
And catches at eack reed of hope in heavens 
— 9 
1 
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By the late Mr. MOORE, of Cornwall. 


\ 
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However my ſocial hos are enlivened with innocent 
Los let every evening in her fable habit, toll the 
conkderauon. Hanvear. 


QUAVER witd caliyhus-pme on fibers Ava, 

I view theſe gloomy manſions of the dead 
Around me tombs in mix'd diſo rder riſe, 

And in mate language teach me to be wiſe, 
Time was theſe aſhes liv'd ; a time mnſt be, 
When others thus may ſtand and look at me“. 


Here 


| Well does vonder tomb · ſtone ſay 
As Jam now, fo you muſt be ; | 
Prepare in time to follow mie, 


n 


— 


\ 


Ho ſtriking the reſemblance yet how juſt ! 
Once life and foul inform'd this maſs of duſt : 


The ſtreams of life in various channels play'd ; 
Wia fome fair maid's, ye belles! as fair as you. 


| Theſe hollow ſockets two bright orbs contain'd = 
_ Where the loves ſported, and in wiumph reign'd 


|  Beyondit, all is wonderful and newt 


The rich and poor, an undiſtinguiſh d throng : 


Nor | 


Death conquers all, and time's ſubduing hand, 
Nor tombs nor marble ſtatues can withſtand®. 
Mark yonder aſhes, in confuſion ſpread! 
Compare earth's living tenants with her dead! 


Around theſe bones, now broken and decay'd, 


Perhaps that ſkull, ſo horrible to view, 


Here glow'd the lips; there white as parian lone, 
The teeth diſpos d in beauteous order ſhone. 
This is life's goal no farther can we view 


O ſay, ye ſpirits, in a future ſtate 
Why do you hide the ſecrets of your fate ? 
| Nor | 


And like the baſeleſs fabric of a viſion, 

Leave not a wreck bekind,  SHAKSPEARs 
+ All, all on earth is ſhadow, all beyond 

Fs ſubftance-- - - Tone. 


1 
| frequent view of, and reflefions on it, may not be 


| ltogether tmproper for perſons of all ages. 


„ 
Nor tell your endlaſs pains or joys to none, 


Is it that men may live by faith alone®*? 


The grave has eloquence, its lectures teach, 
In filence louder than divines can preach ; 
Hear what is fays—ye ſons of folly ! hear; 
It ſpeaks to you—lend an attentive car“: 


| I: bids you ay all vanity afide ; ; 


| The clock ſtrikes twelve—how ſolemn is the ſound ? 


Hack, how the firokes from hollow vaults rebound ! 
| They bid us hallen to be wiſe, and ſhow 
| How agid is Quir exnts cur ming few. 


Athwart imagination's vivid glance ; 
The felon now attacks the miſer's door, 

And rublefs murder prins her fleps with gore 
"Midit groves fers, and unhallow'd yews 3 
Poetic viſſons vaniſh from my brain, 
And my pulſe throbs as feebly as my flrain. | 


1 


* The grave being the houſe appointed for all livings 


What 


+ We tale nonote of time but from its loſs, 
To give it then a tongue ts wiſe in man. | 
Tone. | 


# | 
This ſole mn ſomething creeping to my heart ? 
Why fear to read a gracious God's decree ? 
Why fear to look on that I foon muſt be*? 
Can man be thoughtlefs of bis end ? or proud 
Of charms that claim the coffin and the ſhroud ? 


Come, let him read theſe ſculptur'd tombſtones o'er, 


Here fix his thoughts, and then be vain no more. 
Howe'er diftinguiſh'd, dignify'd for ſenſe ; 

W hate er the honor'd enſigns of renown, 

The cap, che hood, the mitre, or the crown, 


Death levels all; nor parts our pow rs can fave; 


Milton himſelf muſt moulder in the grave, 


The ſoul immortal, in immortal fong. 


Hark! thus death ſpeaks ; ingenious ſons of men, 


Why boaſt the chiſſel, pencil, or the pen ? 


„„ 


— 


„ gprs 


Ns 


nd ferioufly refleft on. 


„at am J, and what muſt I be ere-long, ank 
where ? are queſtions we ſhould daily put to ourſelves, 


rw 
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No; hens 6 hand, is cannot worth ſupply, 
Nor yield you comfort when you come to die*; 
In my dark realms all oppoſites agrees, 
The heirs of wealth, and ſons of poverty. 
Whoſe tomb is this ? It ſays, tis Mira's tomb, 
Pluck'd from the world in beauty's faireſt bloom ; 
Attend, ye fair, ye thoughtlefs, and ye gay! 
For Mira dy'd upon the nuptial dﬀay! 
The grave, cold bridegroom ! claſp'd her in his arms 
And kindred worms deſtroy d her pleaſing charms f. 
In yonder tomb the old Aoaro lies; 
(Once he was rich, the world elicen's him wile) 
Schemes unaccompliſh'd labour'd in his mind, 
And all his thoughts were to this world eonfin dt: 
| Death came unlook'd for, from his graſping hands | 
Down dropt his bags, and mortgages of lands. 
Beneath that ſculptur'd pompous marble ſtone 
| 1 
Vol. I. 1. | B Cropp'd 


8 


2 4 _ f- a _ - —_—C 


S Fes che ab en 

And in itſelf a ſhadow - - - - - 

= All our ambition, death defeats. Lone 
+ Beauty at beſt is but a fading flower : 

Diſeaſe and death deſtroy it in an hour, 

_ + Gold was his god, and earth the only heaven ke 

| Hope or 


CT WJ 
Crop'4 like a flower he wither'd in his bloom, 
Tho' flatt'ring life had promis'd years to come. 
Ye ſilken ſons, ye Florio's of theage! 
Who tread in giddy maze, life's flow'ry flage, 
Mark here the end of man, in Florio ſee. 
What you and all the ſons of earth mull be. 
There eee bead hen end 
Tides and arms his pompous marble grace, 
bog iy of bis noble mee: 
ad es to wk all of Hortenſio lives! 
Around me, 2s L turn my wand'ring eyes, 
8 2 — 


If young, or aged and to whom ally d; 

On others, pompous epitaphs are ſpread, 

In mem' ry of the virtu's ofthe deadꝰ: 

Vain waſte of praiſe ! fince ſlati'ring or ſincere, 
The judgment day alone will make appear f. 


8 


* Praiſes on tombs are titles vainly ſpent, 
A man's good name is has beſt monument. 


+ Amidſt all our thirſt for poſthumous fame, this thought 
Mould flrike us,— He who made us, knows befl what we 


_— 


truly 


* „ 
How ſilent is this little ſpot of ground ! 
| How melancholy looks each object round !! 
Here man diſſolv'd, in ſhatter'd rum lies 
So fall allzep—as if no more to riſe ; 
nean 
Leap into form, and wuh new heat revive ! 
Or how this trodden carth to life ſhall wake, 
 Kyow its own place, its former figure take; 
But whence theſe doubts? when the laſt trumpet ſounds 
Thro' heav'n's expanſe, to eanh's remoteſt bounds. 
The dead ſhall quit theſe tenements of clay, 
And view again the long extinguiſh'd day, 
Rr 
nr. 


On his unfuiling promiſes rel, 1 
And all the horrors of the grave defy; | } 
Death! where's thy fling ? Grave where wt” p 


B 2 | THE 
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truly are, whether righteous or wicked ; and will ac- 
quit or condemn ns accordingly, at the * great day, 
before an aſſembled world. 


ky He who did make us out of duſt at firſt, 
Both can and will at laſt from duft reſtore. 


„%% | 
FHE RICH MAN's DREAM: 


OR, 
DEATH LEVELS ALL. 


ORs 


Y twice, but 7 
Eel we 2 of the 8 
Ellen upon man. Jos iii. 14. 


I dream d that buried in my fellow clay, 
Cloſe by a common beggar's fide I lay; 
And as ſo mean an objeft hock d my pride, 

| bay acer rg, gn ee en 

© Scoundrel, be gone, and henceforth touch me bot, 

© More manners learn, and at a diſtance rot. 

* Scoundrel,” then wich a haughtier tone, cried be, 

Proud lump of earth! I ſcorn thy words and thee z 
* Here all are equal, nnw my caſe is thine, 
* That, is thy rouing place, and this is mine,” 


LIT. 718. 


Pride was not made for Man. N 
e THE 
* Nighe viſions may befriend. Younc. 


r 


211 DD ROBERT BLAIR. 


In the following well known Por, (written by a cler. 
gy man of Edinburgh, and firſt publi hed in the year 1743) 
many important admonitions are heid out, and ſolemn truths 
inculcated and enforced, 

Moſt of the charattets which mankind ſuſtain in the pre- 
ſent ſtate; many of the purſuiis of men in general here be- 
55 together wich the vanity and emptineſꝭ of every earth- 

ly pleakure and enjoyment, are herein pourtrayed i m the 

mult lively and _— colours ; well deſerving the attention 
} and — you, of ne, of all. 8. W. 


— ——— 


The Grave is mine Houſe. Jos xvii. 30. 
The _y appointed for all living. JOB xxx. 23. 


: A 
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** 
Some flee the city, ſome the hermitage 3 
Their aims as various as the roads they take 

| In journeying theo' life ; the taſk be mine, ; 
33 „ 


F&J 

To paint the gfeomy horrors of the tomb; 
Th' appointed place of rendezvous, where all 
Theſe trav lers meet. Thy fuccours I implore, 
Bernal King! whoſe potent arm ſuſtains 

Tee keys of hell and death. 

'The Grave, dread thing“! 
Men ſhiver when thou'rt nam'd ! Nature appall'd 
— Ah ! how dark 
hers cog due hers when and night, ak night? 
Dark as was chaos, ere the infant fun | 

Was roll'd together ; or had tried its beams 
By glimm' ring thro” thy low brow'd miſty vaults, 
Furr'd round with mouldy damps and ropy flune, 
Lets fall a ſupernumery horror, 
And only ſerves to make thy night more irkſome. 
Well do I know thee by thy truſty yew, 
Chearlefs, unſocial plant! that loves to dwell 
"Midfi {kulls and coffins, epitaphs and worms; 

. Beneath 


— 
— — 
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* The Grave has eloquence ; its lectures teack 
In filence, louder than divines can preach : 
Hear whot it fays—ye ſons of folly! hear ; 
It ſpeaks to you, lend an attentive ear. 
| Moone. 


| Fil hear no more; anne enrd TraS.cun bill | 


Long laſh'd by the rude winds : ſome eit half down 


L 19 ] 


Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) . 
Embodied thick, perform their myflic rounds 5 
| No other merriment, dull tree! is thine. | 


See yonder ballow'd fane ; the pious work 


| Of names once fam'd, now dubious or forgot, 
| And buried midſt the wreck of things which were; 
| There lie interr'd the molt illuſtrious dead. 


The wind is up: hark how ithowls! methinks, 


Till now, I never heard a ſound fo dreary : 

| Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul bird-| 

| Rook'd in the ſpire ſcreams loud®; the gloomy aiſles 

| Black plaiſter d and hung round with ſhreds of ſcutcheons 
And tatter'd coats of arms, ſend back the found, 


Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, | 


| The manſions of the dead. Rour'd from their lumens | 


In grim array the griſly ſpeftres riſe. 
Grin horrible, and obſlinately ſullen | 
Paſs and repaſs, hbuſh'd as the foot of night, 


Comal near with that, i ws flow, 


Their - 


= 


* The fereech-owl, 
+ So Village ſtories idly tell 


by 
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Their branchleſs trunks; others ſo thin a- top 
That ſcarce two crows can lodge in the ſame tree. 
Strange things, the neighbours ſay, have happen'd here; 
Wild ſhrieks have iſſued from the hollow tombs : | 
Dead men have come again, and walk'd about: 
And the great bell has toll'd, nnrung, untouch'd; 
Such tales their cheer, at wake, or goſſiping, 
| When it draws near to witching time of night. 
Oſt in the lone church-yard, at night I've ſeen 
By glimpſe of moon-{hine, chequ'ring thro? the trees, 
The ſchool-boy, with his ſatchel in his hand, 
Whillling aloud to bear his courage up; 
8 tripping o'er the long fl.t ſtones 
(With 1 ſkirted, and with moſs o'er grown) 
That te in homely phraſe who lie below ; ꝰæꝓ 
Sudden he ſtarts! and hears, or thinks he hears, 
The found of ſomething purrirg at his heels. 
Full faſt he flies, and dares not look behind him, 
Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows ; 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall ard ghaſtly, 
That walks at dead of night. or takes his fland 


O'er ſome new cpen'd grave; and, ſirange to tell! 
Ho vaniſhes at crowing of the cockꝰ. 


The 


* This 8 and | friking we well _ 
general adaurations. 


RE 


Anxious to pleaſe*. Oft when my friend and I 


E ; 
The new made widow too I've ſometimes ſpied ; 


Sad fight ! flow moving o'er the proſtrate dead: 


Lifeleſs ſhe crawls along in doleful black, 


Faſt falling down her now untaſted cheek. 
| Prone on the lovely grave of the dear man 


ln barbarous ſucceſſion, muſters up 


The paſt endearments of their ſofter hours, 


1 8 Still, fill ſhe thinks 
| Shefees him, and indulging the fond ibounb,, 
Sull clings more cloſely to the ſenſeleſs turf. 

i Nor heed the palſenger who looks chat way. 


| Inviduous grave! how durft thou tend in ſunder 


| Whom love has knit, and ſympathy made one ? 
A tie more ſtubborn far than nature's band. = 
| Friendſhip ! myflerious cement of the foul ; 
} Sweet'ner of life ! and ſolder + of ſociety ! 
| Iowethee much. Thou haſt deſerved from me 


Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 
Oft have I prov'd the labours of thy love, 
And the warm efforts of the gentle heart 


In 


* Strengthener or unter. 
. Þ+ IWhere heart meets heart reciprocally foft, 
Each other's pillou to repoſe divine. Y ou. 


IId fromthe vulgar eye; and fat us down 


C 22 ] 
is Gene Bk won deve war heedleſs on, 


Upon the ſlopeing cowſlip- cover d bank, 
{um the pure limpid flream has ſlid along, 
In grateful errors thro' the underwood 
Sweet murm'ring; mechoughe the ſhcill-tongued thruſk 
Mended his ſong of love; the ſooty black-bud 
Mellow'd his pipe and ſoften'd ev'ry note: 
The eglantine ſmell'd ſweeter, and the roſe 
Aſſirm'd a dye more deep; whilſt ev'ry flower 
Vied with its fellow-plat in luxury 
Of drefs. O! the longeſt ſummer's day 
| Seemed too, too much in haſte : ftill the full heart 
Had not imparted half: *twas happineſs 
Too exquiſite to laſt, Of joys departed, 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance*! 
Dull grave ! thou ſpoik li the dance of youthful blood, 
Stak'ſt out the dimple from the cheek of mirth, 
And ev'ry ſmirking feature from the face: 
Branding our laughter with the name of madneſs}. 


o But * the truly — think with pleaſure, n 

endleſs j Joys to come. 

+ Let the young and gay learn hence to be ſerious, and 
redeem their time, knowing that the days are evil : lot | 
the rich and great learn alſo the folly of ambition and 
truſting in abundance, knowing ſooner or later riches 
make themſclues wings and flee away. 


5 © of ka 
Where are the jeſters now ? the men of health 
| Complexionally pleaſant ? where the droll*? 


| Whoſe ev'ry look and geſture was a joke 
To clapning theatres and ſhouting crowds 
And make ev'n thick-lip'd muſing melancholy 
| To gather up her face into a ſmile 
4 | Before ſhe was aware? Ah! ſullen now, * 
: And dumb as the green turf that covers them ! 
| Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war ? 
| The Roman Cæſars and the Grecian chiefs, 
The boaſt of ſtory ? Where the hot brain'd youth ? 
Who the tyrant at his pleaſure tore 
| From Kings of all the then diſcover'd globe; 
| | And had not room enough to do its work; 
|| Ala! howflim, diſhonorably flim! = 
| And cramm'd into a ſpace we bluſh to name. 
of, P Proud royalty! how alter d in thy looks ! 
| How blank thy features and how wan thy hue ! 
| | Son of the morning ! whither art thou gone ? 
| Where haſt thou hid thy many ſpangled head, 
Aod the majeſtic menace of thine eyes 
| Felt from afar P pliant and pow'rlefs now : 
Or victim tnmbled flat upon his back, 
| That throbs beneath the ſacriſicer's knife; 
and | Mute muſt thou bear the rife of little tongues, 


: Gay ye gay candidates for comic ſcenes. where are 
iches | _ F P ; 3 TY 
Jour mimic Foorzs and SHUTERS now ? 


[4] 
And coward infults of the baſe-born crowd, 
But only hop'd for in the peaceful Grave, 
Arabia's gums, and odorif'rous drugs, 
In mode and form, ev'n to a very ſcruple; 
O cruel irony ! theſe come too late: 
And only mock whom they are meant to honor, 
Surely there's not a dungeon flave that's buried 
In the highway, unſhrouded and uncoſſim'd, 
But lies as ſoft, and fleeps as ſound as he. 
III 5 
Wen ö 
The fick man's door, and live upon the dead, 
To mimic forrow when the heart's not ſad t. 
How rich the trappings, now they're all unfurl d 
And glittering in the ſun ! triumphant entries | 
In glory ſcarce exceed. Great gluts of peaple 


Galem and flow it moves unto the tomb, OE 
RP 


| WArrs. 
# Mournful hypocrifythis traly it 


25 J 
Retard th' unwieldy ſhew : whilſt from the caſements, 
And houſes tops, ranks behind ranks cloſe wedg'd 
Hang bellying o'er. But tell us why this waſte ? 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcaſe | 
That's fall'n into diſgrace, and in the noſtril 
Smells horrible ? Ye undertakers ! tell us, 
Midſt all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 
| Why is he principle conceal'd, for which = 
Vou make this mighty flir ? *Tis wiſely done, 
What would offend the eye in a good pifture, 
The painter caſts diſcreetly into ſhades. 

Proud lineage, now how little thou appear'8®? 
Below the envy of the private man! * 


Purſues thee ev'n tedeath ; nor there ſtops ſhort. 
L no proteftion from rude ſufferance, 
Abſurd, to think to over-reach the Grave, 


And from the wreck of names to reſcue ours ! 


þ: 
: 
| 


| The beſt concerted ſchenies men lay for fame = 
Die faſt away: only themſelves die faſter. 
The far fam'd ſculptor, and the laurel'd bard, 


Vol. I. 2. "Mi Thoſe 
> Well may it be engraven on the tombs of dcceaſed 
nobulity Do fy, | | 5 FINS x 

Here lies the Great—falſe marble, where ? 
Nothing but poor and fordid duſt lies. 
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Thoſe bold inſurers of eternal fame, 
Supply their little feeble aids in van. 
The tap'ring pyramid, th' Egyptian's pride, 
| Has weunded the thick cloud, and long out-liv'd 
The angry ſhaking of the winter's ſtorm ; 
Yet ſpent at laſt by ch injuries of heav'n ; 
Shatter'd with age, and furrow'd o'er with years, 
The myſtic cone with hierogly phics cruſted 
Gives way. O lamentable fight ! at once 
The labour of whole ages lumbers down, 
A hideous and misſhapen length of ruins, 
Z Sepulchral columns wreftle but in vain 

Wich all ſubduing time; her cank'ring hand 
With calm deliberate malice waſteth them; 


Worn on the edge of days, the bras conſumes, 


Vaſteady to the ſieel, gives up his charge“; 
Ambition, half convikted of her folly, 8 
Hangs down the head, and reddens at che tale. 

Here all the mighty troublers of the earth, 


Who ſwam to fov'reign rule thro? ſeas of blood; 


ti 


Thꝰ 
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- == = = = = » Religion ſole furvises, 


| *® Nothing tut piety and virtue will outbrave the 
| ravages of time, and laſt when time itfelf fhall be no 
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That never failing Friend to man, Younc, 
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| Ofthe fame common nature with his lord) 
Now tame and humble, like a child that's whipp'd, 


„ 


E 
Th' oppreſſive ſturdy mad de ſlroy ĩng villains, 
Who ravag d kingd.ms, 3 
And in a cruel wantonneſs of 
Thinn'd half theic people, and gave up 
To want the reſt ; now, like a ſtorm that's ſpent, 


Lie huſh'd, and meanly ſneak behind thy covert; 


Vain thought ! to hide them from the gen'ral ſcorn, 
That haunts and dogs them like an injured ghoſt = 


Implacable. Here too the petty tyrant, 


Whoſe ſcant domains geographer ne'er notic d, 
And well for neighb*ring crowds at arm as ſhort ; 
Who fix'd his iron talons on the poor, 

And grip'd them like ſome lordly beaſt of prey ; 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hunger, 


And piteous plaintive voice of miſery 


(As if a flave was not a ſhred of nature, 


Shakes hand with duſt, and calls the worm his kinſman ; 


Precedency's a jeſt; vaſſal and lord, 


 Grofily familiar, fide by fide conſume. 


When ſelf eſteem, or others adulation, 


Would cunningly perfuade us we are ſomething 


Above the common level of our kind; 


J. The Grave gainſays the ſinooth complexion's flatt'ry, 


And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. 
| C2 Beauty! 
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Beauty! thou pretty plaything ! dear deceit ? 
That fleals fo ſofily o'er the firipling's heart, 
And gives it a new pulſe uutnown before; 
The Grave diſcredits thee®: thy charms expung d, 


Thy roſes faded, and thy lilies ſoil'd, 5 Th 
W bat haſt thou more to boalt of ? Win thy lovers N 1 
Plock round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage? F Wi 


. Methioks, I fee thee with thy head laid low; 
The high fed worms in lazy volumes roll'd 
Riots unfear'd. For this was all thy caution? 
For this 22 / pain ful labours at the glaſs, | 

T improve thoſe charms, and keep ihem in repair, 
For which the ſpoiler thanks thee not ? foul feeder! 
Coarſe fare and carrion, p'eaſe thee full as well, 

And leave as keen a reliſh on the ſenſe. 

Look how the fair one weeps ! the conſcious tear 
Stand thick as de drops on the bell of flow'rs : 
Honeſt effukon? the ſwolen heart in vain = 
Works hards to put a glofs on its difireG+, 


Strength. 
® | Beauty is vain . 

: Diſeaſe and death laugh all her charms to ſcorn. 
'+ How lov'd, how valued once, avails thee not, 

To whom related, or by whom begot ; 

A heap of duſt alone remains of thee, 

*Tis all thou art, and all the proud ſhall be. 
_ _Heavey 
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Strength too ! chou ſurly, and leſs genile boaſt 
Of thoſe that loud laugh at the village ring ! 
A fit of common ſickneſs pulls thee down, 
Wich greater eaſe than ere thou didſt the firipling 
That raſhly dar'd thee to th* unequal fight. 
| What groan was that I heard? deep groan indeed! 
With anguiſh heavy laden, let me trace it! 


3 From yonder bed it comes, where the firong man 


By ſtronger arm belabour'd, gaſps for breath 

Like a hard hunted beaſt. How his great heart 
Beats thick ! his roomy cheſt by far too ſcant 

To give the lungs full play ! what now avail 
Mad with his pain? eager he catches hold 

On what comes next to hand, and graſps it hard, 
Juſt like a creature drowning ! hideous fight ! = 
Oh how his eyes ſland out, and flare full ghaſtly !- 
Wil the diſtemper's rank and deadly venom 


And drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan ? 

It was his laſt. See how the great Goliah, 

Juſt like a child that brawld itſelf to reſt. 

Lies ſtill ! What mean ſt thou then, O mighty boaſtec ! 

To veins af croton ye What means the bull, 
C3 Unconſcious 
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| Death &er the flrongeſt will a vict ry gain ; 
All foon or late muſt by his dart be ſlain, 
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And flee before a feeble thing like man ? 
Who knowing well the ſlackneſs of his arm, 
Truſts only in the well invented knife. 

With fludy pale, and midnight vigils ſpent, 
| The ſhar ſurveying ſage cloſe to his eye 

Applies the ſight-iuvigoratiog tube *; 
And trav'ling thro' the boundleſs length of ſpace, 
Marks well the courſes of the far ſeen orbs, 
In eeſtacy of thought. But ah! proud man! 
Great heights are hazardous to the weak head: 
Soon, very ſoon thy firmeſt footing fails; 
And down thou dropp'& into that dark ſome place. 
Where not device nor knowledge ever came. 
| Here the tongue-warrior lies ! diſabled now, 
And cannot tell his ails to paſſers by. 


Great man of language ! whence this mighty change, 


This dumb deſpair, er 
And fly . 
In ambuſh lay about thy flowing tongue 3. 


Reſt like a weary cloui upon thy brealt 
 Uncealing. Ah! where is the lified arm, 
The itrength of aftion, and the force of words, 


* 


Alas! how chop-fall'n now ! thick miſts and filence: 


The 


Ie Teleſcopes 


* 
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The well-turn'd period, and the well-tun'd voĩce, 
Wich all the leſſer ornaments of phraſe ? 
Ah ! fled for ever, as they ne'er had been! 
| Raz'd from the book of fame: or, more provoking. 
I perhaps ſome hackney hunger-bitten ſcribvler | 
Inſulis thy memory, and blots thy tomb 
With long flat narrative, or duller rhymes 
Wuh heavy halting pace that drawl along*;: 
Enough to rome a dead man into rage, 
And warm with red reſentmen. the wan cheek, 
| Theſe mighty mock defrauders of the tomb ! 
| Spite of their juleps and catholicons, 
Rehga to han? "Rs — fon! 
1 Ae wheat n 
Nor hill, nor vale, as far as ſhip could go, 
Nor margin of the gravel-bottom'd brook, 
| Efcap'd thy rifling hand !. from ſtubborn ſhrubs 


et ven theſe bones from inſult to protect, 
Some frail memorial ſtill erefled nigh, 
With uncouth rhymes and fhapelefs ſeulpture deck's 
Implores the paſing tribute of a gi. Guarv.. 
Die beft phyſicians cannot ſave 
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And won't Gow in he Bos nor fly, nor inſe fi, 

Nor writhy ſnake, eſcap'd thy deep reſearch. 

But why this apparatus ? why this coſi ? 

Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the grave ! 

Where are thy recipes and cordials now, 

With the long liſt of vouchers for thy cures ? 

Alas! thou ſpeak'ſt not. The bold impoſtor 
Looks not more filly, when the cheat's found out. 
Here the lank- ſided miſer, worſt of felons, 

Who meanly ftole, diſcreditable ſhift ! 

From back and belly too their proper cheerꝰ; 

 Ex'dofa tax it irk'd the wretch to pay 

To his own carcaſe, now lies cheaply lodg d; 

By clam'rous appetites no longer teraz d, 

Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs; 

But ah ! where are his rents, his comings in ? 

Aye ! now you've made the rich man poor indeed: 

Robbꝰd of his gods, what has he left behind ? 

O!] curſed luſt of gold! when for thy fake 
The fool throws up his int'reſt in both worlds, 
Firſt flarv'din this, then damn'd in that to come. 
Ho ſhocking muſt thy ſummons be, O death! 

To kim hats at cafe ic bis pailebens? 


» > Motos tbe thro fear of fare- 


* 
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Wie, contlag en hag yawn of pleaſure hee, 
Is quite unfurmſh'd for that world to come. 


lu that dread moment, how the frantic ſoul 
Raves round the walls of her clay tenement ! 
Runs to each avenue, and ſhrieks for help, 


|| Bur fhricks in vain! how wiſhfully the looks 
On all ſhe's leaving, now no longer hers! 


A little longer, yet a little longer, 


FO might the Nay towalh away her flains, | 


And fit her for her paſſage ! mournful ſight ? 
Her very eyes weep blood! and ev'ry groan 


| She heaves is big with horror; but the foe, 
Like a ſtaunch murd”rer ſteady to his parpole, 
Eurſues her cloſe through ev'ry lane of life, 


ö Nor miſſes once the track, but preſſes on; 


Till forc'd at laſt to the tremendous verge, 


| 


Sure 'tis a ſerious thing to die! my ſoul ! 
What a ſtrange moment mult it be, when near 


Thy journey's end thou haſt the gulph in view ! 


W 
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2 This lively repreſentation of — 
| univerſal admiration and regard. 
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To tell what's doing on the other ide“ 
Nature turns back and ſhudders at the fight, 
And ev'ry life-flring bleeds at thought of parting ; | 
For part they muſt : body and foul muſt part; 

Fond couple ! link'd more cloſe than wedded pair. 
| This wings its way to its Almighty ſource, 
The witneſs of its ations, now its judge: 

That drops into the dark and noiſome grave, 
Like a diſabled pitcher of no uſe. 

If death was nothing, and nought after death 3 
If, when men died, at once they ceas'd to be, 
Returning from the barren womb of nothing 
Untrembling mouth the heav'n's ; then might the drunkard | 
Fill up another to the brim, and laugh 


Snort is man's knowledge of a future ſtate. 

_ * Perplext with doubts and ignorant of fate ; 
This one important truth we only know, 

| Blifs waits the good ; the bad, eternal woe. 
But what that bliſs, or what that woe ſhall be, 
uro life's dull caſement fince no eye can fee, 
| Let fancy paint the raptures of the ſkies, 

And ſcenes of viſionary tranſports rife. 


„„ 
That's weary of the world, and tit d of life, 


At once give each inquietude the ſl :p, 
And by what way, whether by hemp or flee]: 
Death's thouſand doors ſtand open. Who could force 
Tube ill pleas'd gueſt to fit out his full time, 

Or blame him if he goes ? Sure he daes well 

| That helps himſelf as timely as he can. 

} When able. But if there is an hereafier®, 

| And that there is, conſcience, uninfluenc'd 

| And ſuffer'd to ſpeak out, tells ev'ry man, 
| Self murder! name it not : our iſland's ſhame, 


|} Self preſervation, fall by her own att ꝰ 

. Forbid it, heaven! let not upon diſguſt, | 
The ſhameleſs hand be foully crimſon'd o'er 
- | With blood of his own lord + Dreadful atempe! 


* The guilty conſcience of a wicked man in the views of 
death, often joins with the declarations of God's words 
| ko confirm the important docirine of a future ſtate, by 
Comet foveling — 

aas the eflt of infexity, and brought in non compus. 
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Jef welding hens Gif heghtveia © mage 
Toruſh into the preſence of our judge ! 
As if we challenged him to do his worſt, 
And matter d not his wrath. Unheard of torture? 
Muſt be teſerv d for ſuch; theſe herd together; 
The common damn d ſhun their fociety, 
And look upon themſelves as fiends leſs foul. 
Our time is fix d, and all our days ate number d; 
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And wait th* appointed hour, till they re reliev d. 

And keep it to the laſt h. To run away 

Is but a coward's trick: to run away 

From this world's ills, that at the very worſt 

Will ſoon blow o'er, thinking to mend ourſelves 
By 


en. Att. Matt. 


— 


A we cannot lengthen life, we ought not to wiſh | 
to ſhorten it ; as time is precious, let us improve it in 
preparing for eternity ; the truly good man neither fears 
nor courts death, well aſſured God's time is beſt 

+ He that endureth to the end, the ., _ 
= Marr. x. 22» 
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And plunging headlong in the dark ! tis mad: 
No frenzy half fo deſperate as this. 

Tell us ye dead? will none of you, in pity 
To thoſe you leſt behind, diſcloſe the ſecret? 

Ol that ſome courteous ghoſt would blab it out, 
I've heard, that fouls departed have ſometimes 
Forwarn'd men of their death; twas kindly done 
To knock and give th alarm. But what means 
That does its work by halves. Why might you not N 

Tell us what tis to die ? Do the ſirict laws | 

| Of your ſociety forbid your ſpeaking | 

Upon a point ſo nice? I'llaſk no more; 

 Eanlightens but yourſelves : well tis no matter; 

ere. eee eee ee 
Deatk's ſhafis fly thick ! Here fll he village Gunn 


9 | thatcan be known, of death and a future flats. 
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Ard who ſo artful as to put it by ? 
*Tis long fince death had the majority ; 
Yet! flrange ! the bving lay it not to heart®? 
See yonder maker of the dead man's bed, 
The ſexton, hoary headed chronicle! = 
Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne'er ſtole 
A genile tear; with mattock in his hand, 
Digs thro' whole rows of kindred and acquaintance 
By far his juniors ! ſcarce a ſkull's caſt up, 
But well he knew its owner, and can tell 
Some paſſage of his lite. Thus hand in hand 
The fot has walk'd with death twice twenty years; 
And yet ne'er younker on the green laughs louder, 
Or clubs a ſmuttier tale ; when drunkards meet, 
None fings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 
More willing to his cup. Poor wretch; he minds not 
That ſoon ſome truſty brother of the trade, 
Shall do for him what he has done for thouſands. = 
On this fide, and on chat, men fee their friends 
Drop off, like leaves in autumn; yet launch out 


* The trifling condu# of men in general, confirms 
but Fo Yours: 


+ Death is continually making inroads among the 
human race : our lot is juſtly ſaid by Dr. Younc, 
to be lamenting or lamented. 
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i ſchemes, which the long livers 
In the world's hale and undegen'rate days 


Could ſcarce have leiſure for; fools that we are! 


Never to think of death and of ourfeives 


Abano Hs 


Were no concern of ours. O more than foi! 


For creatures of a day, in gameſome mood 
To frolic on eternity's dread bri . 


Unappreh enſiveꝰ; when for ought we know 

The very firſt ſwol'n ſurge ſhall ſweep us in. 
Think we, or think we not, time hurries on 

With a reſi ſlleſs unremitting ſtream, A 

Yet treads more ſoft than e er did midnight thief, 

That flides bis hand under the miſer's pillow, 

And carries off his prize. What is the world ? 


What! but a ſpacious burial-field unwall'd, 
| Strew'd with death's ſpoils, — | 


Savage and tame, and full of dead men's bones ; 


The very turf on which we tread once liv'd+; 
Da IT And 
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'® You'd weep, . 
You laugh, uncertain of a day" 5 reprieve. | 


-P Where is the duſt that has not been alive ? 
„ heel. 
Younc, 


n 
To cover our own oſſepring: in their turns 
They too muſt cover theirs. Tis here all meet ! 
Men of all climes, that never met before, 
And of all areeds, the Jew, the Turk, the Chriſtian. 
Here the proud prince, and favorite yet prouder, 
His fov'reign's keeper, and the peoples ſcourge, 
| Are huddled ont of fight. Here lie abaſh'd 
The great negociators of the earth, 
And celebrated maſlers of the balance, 
Deep read in firatagems and wiles of courts ; 
Now vain their treaty- ill! Death fcorns to treat. 
Here the o'ecloaded flave flings down his burthen 
From his gall'd ſhoulders ; and when the cruel tyrant 
Is meditating new unheard-of hardſhips. 
Mocks his ſhort arm, and quick as thought eſcapes, 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary reſiꝰ. 
Here the warm lover, leaving the cool ſhade, 
| Time out of mindthe fav'rite ſeats of love, 
Faſt by his gentle miſirefs lays him down. 
Unblaſted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes | 
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0 Job iis 17. 


„„ 
* Ere while that ſtood aloof, as ſhy to meet, 


Here is the large limb'd peafam ; here the child 


Of a ſpan long, that never faw the ſ in, 
Nor prefs'd the nipple, firangled in life's porch; 
. 
rr 
1 Smil'd like you knot of eo ip on the elf, 
Not to be come at by the willing hand. 
1 Here are the prude ſevere, and gay coquette, 
The ſober widow, and the young greeg virgin, 
Cropp'd like a roſe before tis fully blown. 


| Or half its worth diſclos'd... Strange medley here! 


Here garrulous old age winds up his tales; 
Whoſe ev'ry day was made of melody, 


Hears not the voice of mirth ; the ſhrill tong'd ſhrew, 


| Meek as the turile-dove, forgets her chiding. 

Here are the wiſe, the gen rous and the brave; 

| T the prophane, 
53 


* Death levels all, and aims his fatal dart 
Beth at the wealthy and the poor man's heart, 
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The fool, the churl, the ſcoundrel and the mean, 
The ſupple ſtateſman, and the patriot flern : 
The wrecks of nations and the ſpoils of time, 
Wuh all the lumber of fix thouſand years. 

Poor man! how happy once in thy firſt ſlate? 
He flamp'd thee with his image; and well pleas d 
Smil'd on his laſt fair work} Then all was well. 
Like two ſweet inſtruments ne er out of tune, 
| Offer'd to ach ; nor was there cauſe they ſhould, = 

For all was pure within; no fell remorſe, 
Nor anxious caſling up of what maybe, 
Alarm' d his peadeful boſom; ſummer ſeas | 
Shew not more ſmooth, when kif's by: fouers winks, 
Juſt ready to expire. Scarce importun d. 
The gen rous foil, with a luxurious hand, 
|  Offer'd che various produce. of the year, 
And ev'ry thing-more perfect in us kind. 

Bleſs'd, 3 but ah. en 
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Igſore man's fall, difeaſe and death were both alike 
unknown Sin brought them into the world, and nom 
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Blefs'd as the pleaſing dreams of holy men; 
| Bar fagive, like de und quickly gone®, 
| © e fiate of things ! What fudden turns; 


Of man's fad hiſtory ! to-day moſt happy, 


| Andere to-morrow's fun has ſet, moſt abjeft! 


Thus far d it with our fire : not long he enjoy d 
Or ſum them up, when flrait he muſt be gone, 
Ne'er to return again.—And muſt he go? 
Of erring man? Like one that is condemn'd;. 
And parley with his fate. But 'tis in vain.” 
Nat all the laviſh'd odours of the place, 


A 


Wich flaming ſword forbids his longer ſlay t; 
And drives the loit'rer forth 3 nor muſt he zake 


— — — 
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2 Geneſis itt, 24. 
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One laſt and farewel round. At once he loſt 
His glory and his God. If mortal now, | 
And forely maim'd, no wonder! Man has finn'd; 
Sick of his bliſs, and bent on new adventures, | 
Evil he needs would try: nor tried in vain. 
(Dreadful experiment! deſtruttive meaſure ! 
Where the worſt thing could happen, is ſucceſs. 
Alas! too well he ſped: the good he ſcorn d 
Stalk'd off relufiant, like an ill uſcd gueſt, 
e e EVER its viſus 
Wynn the black dzmon, Anne 
Admitted once into its better room, 
Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone ; 
Lording it o'er the man, who now too late 
Saw the raſh error which he could not mend ; 
But to his future ſons, his fortune s heirs*. 
Beneath a vaſſallage fo vile and cruel: - 
And its vaſt body bleeds through. e ry veint. 


* Romans v. 12, 
t See Milton's Paradiſe Loft, book x, line 253 
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Not here and there a country, but a world®; 


A hole creatiou's beauty with rude hands; 


| Are kindly circumſcrib'd, and have their dounds 3 
| The fierce volcano, from its burning entrails 
} That belches mol. en ſtone and globes of fire, 
f Involv'd in pitchy clouds of ſmoke and ſtench, 


And chere it flops. The big ſwoln inundation, 
Of miſchief more diffuſive, raving loud, 


} But that too has its ſhore it cannot paſs. 


— 
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| Greateſt and firſt of ils! the fruitful parent 
dnt agar | 


Of vileſt nature, other ſorts of evils, 


| Buries whole trafts of country, threat'ning more; 


More dreadful far than theſe, fin has laid waſte, 


Difpatching at a wide extended blow 
Enire mankind ; and for their fakesdefacing 


And marking all along its way with ruin. 
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Accurſed thing! O where ſhall fancy find 
A proper name to call thee by, expreſſive 
Of all thy horrors ? Pregnant womb of ills ! 
That toads and ſerpents of moſt deadly kind 
Compar d to thee are harmleſs. Sickneſſes 
Of every fize and ſymptom, racking pain, — . 
And blueſt plagues are thine ! See how the fiend 
Profuſely ſcatters the contagion round®*! 


„rn 


Wades deep in blood new ſpilt: yet for to'morrow 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring, = 

And inly pines till the dead blow is ftruck. 
But hold! I've gone too far; too much diſcover'd 

My father's nakedneſs and nature's ſhame. 

Here let me pauſe—and drop an honeſt tear, 

One burſt of filial duty and condolence, 

Oer all theſe ampler defarts Death hath ſpread ; 

This chaos of mankind. O great man-cater! 

Whole ev'ry day is carnival, not fated yet! 

Unheard of epicure, without a 1 


3 


the pains and diſeaſes incident to mortality. 


* There's not a fon or daughter of Adam, but what 4 
are liable to ſand the generality of them often do experience | 


* 


— — - 


to) 


„ 
eee eee eee 
Jo edge the appetite : thou ſeekeſt none. 


| Methinks the countleſs fwarms thou haſt devour'd, 


And thouſands at each hour thou gobbleſt up, 


But ah! rapacious {lill, thou gap'ſt for more ; 
—.— whole days defrauded of his meals, 


| And whets to keeneſt eagerneſs his cravings : 
As if diſeaſes, maſſacres, aud poiſon, 


— 


| Famine and war, were not thy caterers. 


}, But know, that thou muſt render up the dead, 
| And with high intereſt too! They are not thine ; 


| But only in thy keeping for a ſeaſon, 
Till r promis'd day of reflitution ; 


| Ando the on og een imo i 
| Day-light and libeny®,— 
| Then muſhy gies fy open ad cove 


| -, 

| Ln their darkcells immur'd : but now full ripe, 
And pure as filver from the crucible, 
That twice has flood the torture of the fire, 

And inquifition of the forge. We know, 

The Son of God, thee foil'd. Him in thy power 
Thou couldfi not hold: ſelf vigorous he roſe, 
And, ſhaking off thy fetters, ſoon retook 


wi Mg 


Twice twenty days he ſojourn'd here on earth, 
And ſhew'd himſelf alive to choſen witneſſes 


td A tt v1 tO wal AH = 


He mounted up to heaven: methinks I ſee him =, 
Athwart the ſev'ring clouds ; but the faint eye, F 
Flung backward in the chace, ſoon drops its hold, 

_ Diſabled guite, and jaded with purſuing. 
Heaven's portals wide expand to let him inf; 
Nor are his friends ſhut out: as ſome great prince ” 

| | 

* Pſalns lxviii. 18, — 


toe: 


dd ele; Me oh 

That where he is, there ſhould his followers be. 
Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears ; 
But not untrod, nor tedious : the fatigue 

Win foon go off. Beſides, there's no by-road 
To blifs*. Then why, like ill condition'd children, 
Start we at tranſcient hardſhips in the way | 
That lead to purer air and ſofter ſkies, 

And a ne er ſetting ſun ? Fools that we are! 

5 We with w ho vie Frome — 
| So have I ſeen, a > He 
Faſt by the riv'let's brink a youngſter play; 
How wiſhfully he looks to ſlem the tide! = 
This moment reſolute, next unreſolv d, 
rl cp erer 

From th' inoffenſive ſtream, unmindful now 
Ort ll the flow'rs that paint the further bank, 
And ſmil'd ſo ſweet of late. __ _— 
Vol. I. . E On 


En EEO 


| *® The Ad eee, e eee 
to heaven, and that is through faith in Feſus Chriſt, who 
i the way. the truth, and the lifes Joun xiv. 6. 


[ 5 ] 
: Os the long wiſhed for ſhore. Prodigious change! 
Our bane turn'd to a blefling! Death difarm'd 
Loſes his feilnefs quite; all thanks to him 
Who ſcourg'd the venom out! Sure the laſt end 
Of the good man is peace. How calm his exit ! 
| Night dews fall not more gently to the ground, 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire ſo ſoft, 
Behold him in the ev ning tide of life, 
A life well ſpent, whoſe early care it was 
By unperceiv'd degrees he wears away; 
Vet like the ſun, ſeems larger at his ſetting ! 
Aſier the prize iti view ! and like abid 
That's hamper d, ſtruggles hard to get away; 
To let new glories in; the firſt fair fruits 
. Ofthe fal coming harveſt! Then! O then! 
Each earth born jov grows vile, or diſappears, 
Shrunk to a thing of nought®. O how he longs 
To have his paſſport fign'd, and be diſmiſs'd ! 
is done, and now he's happy. The glad foul 
Has not a wiſh uncrown'd. Ev'n the lag fleſh 


Nor 


o Well may it be faid, « fri bukat thing . 
looks them into nothing. 


1 } 

Nor ſhall it hope in vain: the time draws on 
| When not a fingle ſpot of burial eanh, 
Whether on land, or on the ſpacious ſea, 
But muſt give back its loug committed duſt = 
Iaviolate“: and faithfully ſhall theſe 
Make up the full ac count; not the leaſt atom 
Embezzled, or miſlaid, of the whole tale. 

Each foul ſhall have a body ready furniſh'd ; 
Aſk not, how this can be ? Sure the fame pow'r 
That rear d the piece at firſt, and took it down, 
Can te- aſſemble the looſe ſcatter'd parts, | 
And put them as they were. Almighty God 
Has done much more; nor is his arm impait d 
Thro' length of days; and what he can, he will: 
His faithfulneſs ſlands bound to ſee it done f. 

When the dread trumpet ſounds, the flumb'ring du, 
Not unattentive to the call, ſhall wake; 
And ev'ry joint poſſeſs its proper place, 
Wich a new elegance of form, unknown 
To its firſt ſtate. Nor ſhall the conſcious ſoul 
— apa. but amidſt the crowd 

E 2 SGingling 


—— 


1 


S W 14. 
+ The trumpet ſhall ſound and the dead fhall be raifed, 


1 COR, xv. 52. 
£ 


— 52 J 
== into its arms 
Sn, nr 
an 

In pain to fee the whole. Thrice happy meeting: 
Nor time, nor death, ſhall ever part them more*. 
Iis but a night, a long and moonleſs night; 
We make the grave our bed, and chen are gone, 
Thus, at the ſhut of even, the weary bird 
Leaves the wide air, and in ſome lonely brake 
Cow'rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day; 
de Abbe W 


> Thrice happy chriſtians ! l ; 
Shall meet in realms of bliſs to part no more. | 
> Con. xv. 44+ 4% 
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WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARDs 


By My. GRAY. 


—.—..———P ah 
Tea rolls the knell of paning day, | 
The lowing herd winds n 


* And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


No fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 
And all the air a ſolemn ſlillneſs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 


* An evening bell, appointed by William the Con- 
queror, to remind people to rake out their fires, and | 
put out their lights, 


— — 


L 34 J 

The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, who wand'ring near her ſecret bow're 
Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turfin many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for-ever laid*, 

The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 

The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Nor children run to liſp their fice's return, 

Or climb his knees the envied kifs to ſhare. 
Of did the harveſt to their fickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team a-hield ! 

How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke ! 

ph 


* The term forever had better be rendered forgotten, 
as all muſt riſe again at the judgment- day, to be ac- 
quitted or condemned by the Son of God, according to 
their works. | REVELATIONS xx. 13. 


L 58 ] 
Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, | 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure 3 
Nor grandeue hear with a diſdainful ſmile - 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
| And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await, alike, th” inevitable hour : 


The paths of glory * 


Nor you, ye proud ! impute to theſe the fault, 

| If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe ; 
W here ihro the long drawn aiſle and fretted vault, 

The pealing anthem fivells the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtotied urn, or animated buff, 
ae ecidcic Grader drach? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the filent dult, 
Or Flatt'ry foothe the dull cold ear of death ? 


Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial ial fre: 
Went tht Gem ef copies ig have frag'h, | 
Or wak'd to ecſtacy the ling Ire. 
But 


* All muſt die, whether high or low ; noble or un- 


_ . known; our purſuits, however commendable and praiſes 
_ worthy, muſt end in death. | 


. 
But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoilsof Time, did ne er unroll*; = 
Chill Penury repreſs d their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 


Full many a gem, of pureſt ray ſerene, 

The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 

Full many a flow'r is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte us ſweetneſs on 2 air. 


The bk tyrans of hi fila Ul! 
Some Cromwell guidel of his country's blood 


Th” applauſe of liſt ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe ; 
To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land 
And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes. 
Their lot ſorbad: nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd : 
Forbad to wade thro' ſlaughter to a throne, | 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 
The 


* Whatever abilities perſons mes te tofhf of, if the 
are no opportunities of diſplaying them, will be of little 
or no ſervice either to the poſſeſſors of them, or the” 


community, 


( 87 ] 
The ſiruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
2 
Wich incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. 


| Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ftrife 


Their ſober wiſhes never learn d to ſtray; 
Along the cool ſequeſter d vale of life | 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Yet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protef, 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 

With uncourh rhymes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck'd, 
W ligh, | 


Their names, their years, ſpelt by the unletter's muſe, 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply : 
And many a holy text around ſhe firew , 


For who, to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being e er reſign'd, 
Nor caſt one longing, ling'ring, look behind ? 
On 


Content ment in our different ſtations of life, is the 


| only way to ſublunary happrinzfs : for what can diſtreſs 
| ow Oe WO eee eee whether | 
| ke has mere or leſs f 
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On ſome fond breaſt the parting foul relies, 


Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires: 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires. 


$ 


Happy ſome haary-headed fwain may ſay, 
* Bruſhing with haſty ſteps, the dews away, 
Jo meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


© There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
That writhes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
His liſtleſs length at noon-tide would he ftretch, 
. And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


© Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling, as in ſcorn, 
© Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
Or craz'd with care, or croſs d in hopeleſs love®. 


— 


—9—— 


 :$,.,.+ + + » » - ſudden he ts, 5 
Shook from has tender trance, and reftleſs runs 

| To glimmering ſhades, and ſympathetic glooms : 
+ +» + + + + + » + there thro' the penfive duſk 
Strays, in heart-thrilling meditation loſt, * 
Indulging all to loue. Taonson's SEASONS. | 


; | 


I 39 _ 
ev gan pray" eel 
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THE EPITAPH. 
- | n | 
HEI head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; | 
- Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, : | 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. | 

Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend : | 

He gave to mis'ry all he had, a tear; 

He gia'd from Heav's (es al he wiſd'd) a riend*, | 


No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 
Or draw his fraities from their dread abode 3 
The boſom of his Father and his God. 


ö * ; | 
” ; : \ 2 - x 


* Poor is the friendleſs maſter of « world ; | | 
A world in purchaſe for a. friegd is gain. 


Dua. Toune. 
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THE | 3 | 
PLEASURES and PURSUITS 
or 


HUMAN LIFE. 
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* ALEXANDER POPE, Ef. 


Life is but a ſhadow, ane fr « nat 
| end then vaniſhes away, Jon vi. 9 


— * 
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PLEASURE but cheats wich an empey names 
Sull ſeems to vary, yet is flill the ſame; 
 Amuſement's all its utmoſt {kill can boaſt, 

By uſe it leſſens, and in thought is loſt, = 

The youth that riots and the age that hoards, 

Folly that ſacrifices things to words; 

Tis ſenſual, or tis mental luxury. 


So Can pe eee 
n nor why ®, 


Vol. I. 2. 'Y Readon, 
e Mankind in general ave purſuing what they efleem 
| happineſs in different ways : net confidering wue happineſs 


1.4 
" Reaſon, perhaps may lend her gen rous aid; 
Reaſon, which never yet her truſt betray d: 
Let her direft us in the doubtful ſlri ſe, 
Let her condutt us thro? the maze of life +. 
Is Human Reaſon then from weakneſs free ? 
Partakes ſhe not of our infirmity ? | 
The healing balſam to the wounded part? 
Correft thoſe errors which the paſſions cauſe, 
And teach the will to follow wiſdom's laws ? 
Alas! Experience but too plainly ſhows, > 
That man can aft againſt the truths he knows k: 
| By cuſtoms led, or by allurements won, | 
Diſcern that evil, which he cannot ſhun 5. 


Whate'er 


. 


Kate : therefore it is no wonder they meet with diſappoint- 
ment in the end. 


+ Reaſon is but « Mind guide without the aid of vine = | 


wevelation : . however it is better to follow reaſon than 
= kick is the guide of the major part of mankind 
+ I know what's right and I approve it too. 
Condemn what's wrong, and yet what's wrong purſue 2 


$ Men in general are not inelin d to, and therefore ſay 
by way of excufing themſelves, that they cannot ſhun evil ; 
| but noman is oblig'd to commit fen whether he will or no. 


wats Hd ef 


Theſe lines are the experience of many thouſands in the [ 


> ff, Af 
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1 
Whate er we do, the motive's much tlie fame, 
Fogerty ror ee 


Is it nn da 
222 re 
The cruel pirate, and the threat'ning wave ?/ 


In ſearch of truth, unwearied fages try, | 


By certain rules, to fix uncertainty ; 


| Thus greateſt things for meanel ends are done. 


Seil-love, howe'er dilguir'd, mikunderſiced, 


 Howe'er miſplac'd, is ſtill the ſov'reign good: 


Virtue and Wiſdom but the vain pretence, 1 


| What feeble checks are all thoſe fludied rules, 
|  Unpraflic'd leſſons of the uſefut Schools ? 


Say, can thy art, oppos d to nature's force, 
Roll back the tides, forbid the ſtreams to flow, 


Nor let the earth returning ſeaſons know, 


* 


0 4 ] 
Slave to thyſelf, whilſt lord of all beſide, 


Surmounts thy weakneſs, or renounce thy Pride “. 


| That moving po'wr which firſl produc'd the whole, 
To ev'ry thing has fix'd a certain goal : 
Thither all tend, and muſt their circles run, 
For ſuch the order when the whole begun. 
To diff rent cremures, diff rent rules aſſign d, 
Man claims the firſt, as of a nobler kind; 
How juſt that claim, what wiſdom muſi decide ? 
Reaſon is his alone, by which tis try'd +: 
'Tis his to talk, and therefore to have wit. 
Thus haughty Greece deſpis'd the world around, 


Look o'er the wide creation, fee how all 


>. dt. Ges oe ee eee Een 


Its ſeveral parts obey the Maker's call : 
The earth how fertile, and how rich the Sea, | 
| Jo veieus file, for nnwr's chyaalhy ; | | 
How {| 


main fprings of action in the greateſt part of the human 
of this remark. 


— doubtleſs 6 great Meffag, and enable us | 
to judge between Tight and wrong ; but unſanflified reaſon | 
ſhould be attended to at all times with great caution. 


Sw atnacdit. dtc cc inn? 


And dews and ſnows, and rains, by turns, prevail. 


—— 04 capt 


=> | 


inclines all men to different purſuits, to obtain happineſs 3 _ 
| conſiſts,” 


#3 
How air Ggelts, what burning Suns exhale, 


Beaſts, birds, and reptiles, ſee them all conſpire, 
To att whate'er theic ſev ral ſtates require. 

But wiſer Man diſdains this wiſer part, 

Nature wich him muſt flill give way to art; 


Vain of conceit, he boaſts his fanc y'd ſkill,, 
| And, arbitrary, rules the world at will: 


Now fierce and cruel, then as mild and kind, 
Each action owing to each turn of mind; 
One day a friend, ihe next as great a ſoe, 
As humour, pique, caprice, or int'reſts go; 


| Wiſdom and folly thus, by turns, preſide, 
Nod chants Shear — to cher fe. 


Aſk the bold freeman, dts. 


To Cynic os teh, and to flat'rers ſmiles ? 
Some ruling paſſion lurks in ev'ry breaſt : 
That weakneſs by a ſpecious name they call, 


4 3 5 Wiſely 


—»— 


. N 


run 


© fe thw of nin. Sdn af an. 


agreeable to their different ideas reſpeing wherein is 


CPI 
Wiſely the ſprings of action we conceal, 
Thus fordidneſs is prudence, fury, zeal; 
Ambition makes the public good her care, 
And bypocrites the maſk of fainthhip wear. 


Oſt what we wiſh, we fancy we believe; 

And as we att, we learn to argue ill: 

Like bigots, who their various creeds defend 

By making reaſon ftill to ſyſtem bend. 
Cuſtom and int'reft govern all mankind, 


Some biaſs cleaves to the unguarded mind; 
Thro this, as in a falſe or flati ring glaſs, 


Things feem to change their natures as they paß; 


de ate hd 


All fools are madiſh, and all knaves are wiſe... 


Tho? to kimfelf perhaps tis only known? 
Pride has its crowns, and lafd is paradiſe + 2 


— 


* "'* Thisis the coſe with derfons s of every age and flation 


n life, whether young or old, rich or poor. 
+ IWhat elſe is the Mabhometan paradiſe, 


„ 

Both prieſt and derviſe ia this faith agree, 

That Heav'n muſt be all pomp or luxury; 
Man, flave to ſenſe, no higher bliſs can know, 

j Still meaſures things above by things below. 

Joys much the ſame, but differ in degree, 

| As time enlarg'd becomes eternity. 


How vain is all that ſcience we purſue ! 
Scorn'd by the many, uſeleſs tothe few: 
Since ſhort of truth, our utmoſt labours end, 

| Who knows but ign'rance is our greateſt friend? | 
| The fruitleſs pains but ſhew the weakneſs more, 
And we, like Miſers, OO Ee pon, 


| What the” proud Greece her ſeven Sages boaſt 7 
The names alone remain, the race is loſt... 
| Satyrs and Centaurs too, might live of old, 
For ſo we are in ancient Story told) 
} But ſhould we doubt in this our faithleſs age; 
Who can produce a Centaur or a Sage? 
The luſty offspring of her youthful days; 


Our later times can no ſuch wonders ſhow, 


| But what were Giants.then, are Pigmies now. = 
| '® What we take pleaſure 2 

trary it may be to right reaſon, we would fain perfuade. 
| 5 


[$] 

Of all the painful follies of mankind, 
Still to be ſeeking what they ne'er muſt find, 
Is ſure the greateſt ; not unlike the toil 
Of him who labours in a barren ſoil. 
Beyond our ſlate if our fond wiſhes tend, 
And teaches us to know ourſelves too late ꝰ. 


Error is a diſlemper of the mind +, 
Hard to be cur'd, becauſe tis hard to find: 
"Tis faſtiouſneſe in ſubjetta, pride in kings; 
Theſe in oppreſhon, thoſe in anarchy ; 
Both aim at what twere ruin to obtain, 
A civil phrenzy, or a tyrant reign. 


"® Wal does our pout fag in his Ef on Man, — 
Virtue alone is all our bliſs below, | | 


And our beſt knowledge is ourſelves to know. 


AE Ne arrange I 
—— 
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9 1 The wiſe muſt into nature's ſecrets pry, 


ren 


Ine weak believe they know noe what noe %? 


| Frofane or pious, bigotry's the fame, 
 F: The motive's terror, avarice, or fame. 
J Opinion is but int weft in diſguiſe, 
And right and wrong in firength of parties lies. 


: Some would be happy, know not want nor care #, 
F Others ſtill find more evils than there are; 


\ | Whilf truth unheeded in the midway lies, 


— of head are nature's greatefl curſe, = 
'$ Jwproving every day from bad to worſe. 
| In fome odd light all objefis Ill they view, 


* In trifles ſolemn, diligent and wiſe, 
| Important things as tniſles they deſpiſe ; 
And doat on knaves, by whom they are undone f. 


| + This, it is tobe fear d, may be too juſtly ſaid of the 

 Þ greateſt part of profeſing chriſtians in the preſent day. == 
| + Whereis the perſon that would not be ſo? 

3 t Alas! how many are ruin'd almoſt daily by the 

company they keep. 


ts) 
They boldly blunder on in Reaſon's ſpite ; 
Are the Antipodes of common ſenſe. 


Would you perſuade a wretch intent on pelff 
Tho' he tarves others, not to flarve himſelf; 


To fence, at leaf, his faplefs trunk from cold, 


Nor ſeem as fond of tatters as of gold; 

No! he's too cunning for your fly deſign 

You'd have him like yourſelf, be poor and fine ; 

But he in ſpite of envy richer grows, 

And ſcorns the luxury of meat and cloaths. 

| Alk the ambitious why he waſtes his life 

Why not in peace enjoy what plenty gives 7 

So the obſcure, the weak, the lazy lives : | 

Exalted ſpirits have a nobler aim, 5 
And know no happineſs but toil and fame *, 


Well muſt it ſuit a ſelfiſh hollow heart, 


No 


P 
after Riches, Pleaſure, Fame ar Honour, tho' nat cut 


0 9 


9 EFETE 2 


As 


tenanced þy the diftater of religien or virtue, will always Pn 
be contended for, and defended by their ſeveral advocate, T. 
{Fl 


2 however falſe, dangerous, and 


| 


7 


fu 4 
| FO nor no flave of flate, 


| No meandependant on the guilty great; 


| 


| 
| 
; 
. 


; 


<- Boldly he pleads for liberty and laws, 


© Content to periſh in his country's cauſe 3 


. | When lo! a ray divine of favour gleams, 
Quite diff rent topics then becomes his themes 
Old friends, old notions are at once forgot, 


The little mind whoſe joy in miſchief lies, 


Hates all mankind, but moſt the good and wiſez 
4 


Proud of his ſhame, he boaſts his ſpiteful {kill, 
And places all his worth in doing ill. 
r- e ee tric 


Endleſs the taſk to point out the various ways, 
How each wrong-head its diff rent gifts diſplays ; 
How poverty in boaſts its wants would hide, 
And meanneſs ſhews itſelf in aukward pride; 
And coxcombs fancy forwardneſs is ſenſe. 
Vain is th'attempt to be what heav'n deuies, 
As vain the art that weakneſs to diſguiſe, 
Prudence alone can teach the uſeful Kill, 
T'improve the good and to corrett the ill. 


| True wiſdom lies in praflife more than rules, 


| For what are maxims when apply d to fools? 


| . * 12 ] 
Of wit and folly reaſon all you can. 5 ; | 
Who afts moſt wiſely is the wiſeſt man *, | 


Each flate of life has its peculiar view, 
Alike in each, there is a falſe and true ; 
This point to fix is reaſon's uſe and end, 
On this ſucceſs all other muſt depend; 
To deviate e er ſo little, ruins all. 
The mark once miſs'd however near you aim, 
Miss d by an inch or furlong, tis the fame : 
Who ſets out wrong is more than half undone, 
— dread and with — 


n 


e | 
Who value wealth or pow'r but more or leſs 

As that can riot, or as this oppreſs; 

Toexecute the wrath of angry heav'n ? 
Fools ever vain, at ſome diſtinftion aim. 

And fancy madneſs is the way to fame; 


re". „ 7 


No | 


he — beft n <a x 
charafter whether good or bad, therefore they are ui f 
ſaid to ſpeak louder than words, | 

See that good words do with your actions fuit, 
Morde are but leaves, our actions are the fruit. 


I 8 9323 


| SD 

No matter how the deathleis nam='s acquir'd, 

By countries ravag d, or a temple fir : 

Alike tranſmitted down to late ſl times, 

A Trojan's virtues, and a Nero's crimes. 

Means are indiff rent to the ends obtain d, 
Richard t was guiliy, but what then? he reign'd. 
Would you be good and great? 9 the hope is vain ||, 
The bus ' neſs is not to deferve but gain: 
Fortune is fickle, and but ſhort her ſtay, 

He comes.t00 late that takes the fartheſt way. 
Is this, Oh Grandeur ! then thy envy'd fats ? 
To raiſe men's wonder and provoke their hate + ? 
By crimes procur'd, and then in fear enjoy d, 


22 — n 


„ Eroftratus, a very 8 man, —_ fire to the temple 
of Diana at Epheſus, in order to immortalize his uam 
and has ſucceeded in it, in N of all endeavours ty the 


5 Contrary. 


+ Richard the Uſurper. 
& Greatneſs alone in virtue's underſtood, 
None's truly great but he who's truly good, 
Would to God there were more great and _= men among 


As in the preſent day. 


Here the author afſerts « falkhood ; the hope to 
be good and great too, is not vain ; fur tho' very rardy, 
yet ſuch characters have been, and muy ftill be found among 

hind, * | l 

} Riches, honour, and grandcur among men, are more 

| the 


— 24 * 
Say, n which deſerves the prize, 


The courtier's promiſes or trader”s lies? 
Some ſhort-liv'd profit, allthe pains rewards 
Of bankrupt dealers, and of perjur'd lords, 


The knave upon the bench than at the bar : 
And higher rank is greater infamy. 
Poor rogues in chains but dangle to the wind, 
Whilſt rich ones live the Terror of mankindꝰ. 


When purchas'd by the lofs of charafter fs 
Chance may the wiſe betray, the brave defeat, 
Credit once loſt can never be retriev'ds, 
Ho few will truſt the man who-once deceiv'd ? 
Crafi, like tye mole, works only under ground, 
Is loſt in daylight, and de ſtroy d when found, 


| Notions 


the ſources of envy, than the ſprings of true happineſs ; 


| therefore not to be coveted by a wiſe man ; 9 | 


nou? is truly a private ftation. 


* Mankind in general dow's think fo it is plain, by the 
unwarrantable means too often wade uſe of to obtain them. 


+ This truth (however metancholy } ap obſervation 


100 frequently confirms. 


* fg 


* 
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* fg 
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Nowons miſtaken, Reas'nings all apply'd, 


Ard ſopbifins that conclude on cither ide ; 


Alike th'unwary, and the weak miſlead, 


— 


. Who judge of men and things, as they ſuccee o. 


Did & rivals fall by Borgia's vile deceit, 

A Macliavel will call a Borgia great 3 

The lucky cheat proclaims the villain wiſe, 
The fame deſpair that made goud Cato die, 
To Cafar gave his laſi great victory. 

Had right decided, and not face, the cauſe, = 
Rome had preferv'd her Cato, and her laws. 
Fortune ſets off the bad, as tawdry drefs, 


Shews but the more the wearer's homelineſs, 
So mad Caligul's || vain triumph telle, 


mn 
1 


«„“d . — 


True 


© FER may attend the baſeſt undertakings, there- 


cauſe whatever. 


| fore is not to endo — of any 


+ The Vitelli and Orfini who were baſely betrayed and 


murder'd by order of the Duke of Valentino. 
1 4Princip. Cap. vii. 4 


I Caligula drew up kis army i in battle : array on es 
coaſt, and then ordered them to gather frells ; for which 


great exploit he returned to Rome in triumph. See Sue- 


58 194 
Tyue merit ſhines in native ſplendor bright, 
Whiln falſe but glares awhile, and hurts the fight : 


As midnight vapours call a glimm'ring blaze, 
And to the darkneſs owe their fec ble rays. | 
The wiſe ® Exyptians when thear monarch cy'd, 
By Truth's fare flandard all his action try'd. 
When no falſe lullre, wealth, or pow 'r appears | 
To biaſs judgment Ly us h. pes and fears; 
Then conqu'ring chie fs, profuſe of ſubje tts blood, 
And lazy dotarde, irdolently good; 
I bat truſt their people to a fav'rite's care, | 
Whoſe peaceful rap:nes cult them more than war; 0 
Ey injur'd touſznds, wrongs are doomꝰd to be 
Ferpetual marks of ſcorn and infamy. 


Fonune witk fools, and wit with knaves you find, 
Tis facial virtue ſhew the noble mind. 
f.bove iow wiſdom, cunuing's mean pretence, 
I here 15 to counterfeiting Excellence: 
The asiful head may akt the honeſt part, 
Eut all true Eondur riles fium tlie he art t. | 
Which 


— 


Ste Dioderus Siculus in the Firft Book. 

+ The principles from which men act, tho' often di fi- 
cult to find out, are chiefty to be regarded ; à good action 
may be performed on @ bad principle ; the hypocrite in 


religion well knows, and tos often confirms the * 
this remark. 


1 


a 
Which ferv'd his country beſt, let Story ſhow, 
A guilty Claudius, or good Cicero ? 


| Faults are in all; but here the diff rence lies, 


Claudius had vices, Tully vanities. 


Will never. think their goud too dearly bought. 
W bat tho he facrifice tlie vain deſire 


De ſpĩſing riches, and abhorting pow'r, 

When blaſted with the name of plunderer. 
Still he may taſte life's greateſt good, Content, 
2 


| Jugurtha * murder'd, brib'd, and fought his way, | 


5 From ſubigg fjation to imperial fway ; | 
Bus inſecure midſt all his guilty flate, 


| The man was wretched, tho' the monarch greatz 


Like Cromael! daring in the doubtful fight, 


5 ls do nd of pe 


3 Paſſion 


. King of Numidia, famous for his wars with the 
Romans ; remarkable for his bravery and his crimes. 
+ Clarendon Hiſt. Rebell. Of Cromwell he ſays, he 


was not eaſy of acceſs, nor ſo much as feen abroad: and 
Jeemed to be in ſome diforder when his eyes found any 
ſtranger in *. Sc. he rarely lodged two nights in 


one chamber, 


3 
ron e n 

From the fame cauſes fame effefls mult flow, 

Truth is but what it was an age ago; 
Modes may be chang'd, but truths are flubborn things, : 
3 


Rome had her Cæſar, and our Cromwell we, 
Alike in fortune, pow'rand infamy ; 
And ſhould new Cefars and new Crommells riſe, 
"They could but act the fame dull tragedies : 
Foes to mankind, themſelves, and virtue's Rules, 
Whilfl living, heroes, ard when dead, but fools. 


Fools, not to know the glory they purſue, 
To hone! bravery alone, is due: 


Net he who firetches his unjuſt commend, 
Ard rnde!y triumphs o'er his native land; 
But ke wivde valour faves a ſinking flate, + 
In ture Annals fall be call'd the Great. 


View well this wait ard own the dear-bought works, 


That happineſs is but the dreara of youth: "MY 


State 


— — 


* Omnia vincit veritas, is a ? rorerb founded upon long 
experience, and cannot be controverted, however ſome may 
wifh to diſpute it. Error may deceite but truth canndt ; 
_ well then might Pilate aſt the queſtion, whit is truthP. 


TW: J 


State of perfcftion, not for man de ſigu d, 


Howeꝰ er the fond iea fills his mind* ; 


 Itfelf an evil, whilft to good it tends, 


But in a round of difappvintments ends. * 


Man's fate in life's urcertain, mixt at beſt ; 
Conduct fore little does, but fate the reſt 
I Fantaſtic fate! to merit ever blind, 

| W hilt lavith to the worft of mankind. 


Judge then by outward things, you're ſure to err, 
And inward he remote, few Jook fo far. 
Appearances ſtill guide, and ſtill deceive, 


For giddy crowds muſt wonder and believe f. 


Who ſees gay Codirus loll in gilt machine, 


Grand his attendance, and ſclf-pleas'd his mien; 


Can he imagine all theſe trappings hid, 

A wretch-made up of folly, guilt and pride ? 
Greedy to get, as he's profuſe to ſpend, 
Stiff, when attended, ſervile to attend ; 


n — 


Heaven only is a flate f perfeft happineſs, this world 
t. full of troubles ; the facred writings declare this ts not 
your reſt, for it is polluted. M1can ii. 10. 

+ The world is taken by appearances, th-refore it is fo 
likely to be deceived, for few apperrs iu public what they 
ically are ; in this refpett the majority of mankind may 
be too Juſily {aid to carry ſulſe colours. 


1 
e 


Princes we blame for benefits miſpiaed 
Some ill man rais'd, perhaps ſome good diſgrac'd : ; 
Cruel their lot ! whom numbers join to blind, 
Ho hard, *midſt labyrinth, the way to nd? 
For fortune's ſons we ſee, without ſusprize, 
Thrive by miſmanagements, by blunders riſe ; 


Events, like atoms, jumbling in a dance, 
Create theſe wonders like a world by chance. 


Search time's records, compare the old and new, : 
Set diſtant ages in one point of view ; 
Still the fame. proſpeQs, under diff rent dates, 
— Gwen ow: 3 
Aud flory's Elf more firange than Fairy's tales : 
Loſt and bewilder'd in th'entangled ſcane. 


Sull vary only in the kinds of crimes 7 
Ages of iron, filver, gold, or lead, 
The ſame low ends, „ eee 


DP 


— ain, odd 


wiſe and difcerning few ; for the latter well know, the 


* 1 
The world is led by much more eaſy rules, 
Succeſs determines who are wiſe or fools *®. . 
Cauſes lie hid, but their effefts appear. 
Few men can judge, but all can fee and hear. 


| Each age much truckle to the reigning modes, , 
And worſhip devils, when they've made them gods ; 
Call Rapine mduſt: y, Diſtraction ſenſe, 4: 
And ſiupid ſquandering, magnificence * : 

No folly, crime, or whim too wild to be 

Adaur'd, when dreſt in faſhion's livery. 


See the ſame notions variouſly receiv'd, 
Legends, impollures, every thing bel ev'd ; 
And ſacred gibberiſh euſlave mankind. Ei 


— 


* In the opinion of the undiſcerning many, not of the 


beft laid ſchemes have often proved abortive, which the 
moſt unitkely, have ſucceeded beyond all eæpectat ion. 
1 The miſer calis liberality, profuſeneſs ; the prodigal 
thinks extravagance, liberality ; the proud man eſtcems 


| honour, d: ſerving his daily and chicf purſuit ; while the 
man ce def accounts the pleaſures of it the ſunmum 


bonum of true felicity : thus is mankind as the ſcriptures 


juſtly fay, efteeming evil good and good evil ; and putting 


darkneſs for light, and light for darkneſs. Isa IAU uV. 20. 


= ©. 
Who knelt to carv'd-work, now denies a God. 
Wretches from chains and bondage juſt ſet free, 
Pre ſumptuous ! know no bounds of liberty. 
Wicked or pious, in a framic way, LE: | 
—ů pray. 


S tata now right, now wrong, 
Both in exceſs, 3 — ng: | : 
Virwes too rigid, ſoftzn by degrees, 

Refine themſelves at firſt to policies; 

When once declining, ſwiftly downwards tend, 
And then in gwk and proftitutions end. 
And jointly carry on heav'us great deſign. 

| Changes of manners, change of empire cauſa 

States fink by licence as they roſe by laws, 


Secure, above the reach of fortune lies; 
Tho' doom'd to meanneſs, poverty or ſcore; | 
Whilſt fools and tyrants are to empire born. 


— a6 
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— — — * 
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| Belt be an fumble, but a peaceful flats h 
| She feels no envy, and ſhe fears no hate: 


Wich floick calmneſs views life's empty round, 


| Where good is paring fon, bor ils abound f. 


— — - — 


ie truly good man, however low he may be in his 
eircumſtances, knowing himſelf to be under the care and 
_proteftion of the Almighty, neither envies thoſe who may 
be above him in wealth and ſtation, or fears their frowns : 
leing well aſſured God is his guardian, and will ſupply 
his wants, according to his gracious promiſe, thy bread 
„ * 

1. lan anf. 16. 


7 This world is juſtly calPd a flate of uiali for Cod 
— men generally find more in it to try their patience, 


| virtue, and ſubmiſſion to the will of heaven, than tomake 


graciouſly defigned to wean them from earth, ang lead 
* their Medien- on things above. 
Coross:ans iii Ul. 3s 
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2291 AND ANGELINA. 


OR THE Frmate Henmit, 


By OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


RN, nds Mead of the dats, 
| And guide my lonely way, 
Jo where yon taper cheers the vale 
* Wu hoſpitable ray. 
© For here forlorn and loſt I tread, 
Wich fainting ſteps and flow; 
© Where wilds immeaſuredly ſfread, 
6 Seem length'ning as I go. 
© Fotbear, my fon, the Hermit cries, 
+ To tempt the dang'ruus gloom ; 
© For yonder phantom only flies 
© To lure thee to thy doom 
© Here to the houſeleſs child of want 
My door is open ſtill ; 
6 And tho* my portion is but ſcant, 
nnn 


Wuhate ler my cell beſtaws; 
My ruſhy couch and frugal fare, 
My _—_ wy. 


2 


8 No 
Ile will with a N fee  Jaknſon' s Didtionary. 


| 


] 31 
. © No flocks that range the valley free 
— © To flaughterI condemn; LE 
* > I learn to pity them: 


© But from the mountains graſſy fide 
A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 

A ſerip with herbs and fruits ſupply d, 
And water from the ſpring *. 


All earth-born cares are wrong, 
Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long k. 


Sone the dew from Heaven deſcends, 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure, 
A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 


| C No 


Nie maſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, . 
His food the fruits, his drink the chryſtal well, 


Pax ZIT Heanit, 


I | + Nicur Tuor cur. 


1 6 ] 
No ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
Nequir'd a maſter's care; 
The wicket op'ning with a latch 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pur. 


To take their evening reſt, 
| The hermit trimm d his little fire, 


Anl cheer'd his penſive guelt ;_| 


| And ſpread his vegetable flore, | 
And gaily preſfs'd, and ſaul'd : 
And, Kkill'd in legendary lore, 


The ling'ring hours beguil'd. | 


Around in ſympathetic mirth 
| Irs nicks the kitten tries, 
The cricket chirrups in che earth, 


| But nothing could a charm impart, 


To ſoothe the flranger's woe: 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 


His riſing cares the Hermit ſpy d, 
Wich anſwering care oppreſs d: 


And whence, unbappy youth,” he cry'd, 


© The ſorrows of thy breaſi p 


| From | ka 


— a Io I 


Ie grief of the heart, will alw 
more or leis, un ſpite of every attempt to conceal it. 


ays diſcov r itſelf 


— 


8 1 
C Finn better habitations ſpurn'd, 
© Reluciam doſt thou rove ? 


Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn d. 


0. Uh untegatded love ? 


Alas! the joys that fortune brings, 
Are trilling, and decay“; 


© And thoſe who prize the paultry things 


© More triſling flill than they, 
© And what is Friendſhip but a name, 
© A charm that lulls to lep: 
© A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
© And leaves the wretch to weep? 


© And Love is flill an emprier ſound, 


© The modern fair-one's jeſt ; 
On earth unſeen, or only bund 
. To warm the wrile's neſt, 


© For ſhame, fond youth ! thy forrows TY 


And fpurn the ſex!' he ſaid: 
& Put while he ſpoke, a rifing Bluſh 
* His love-lurn guelt betræy d. 


Suerpriz'd he ſees new beauties rife, 


Sviſt mantlirg t. the view, | 
Like culours o'er the morning ſkies, | 
As * aud wankem too. 
* 


nm 


a. 
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_ * Wealth is @ very nacertuin acquifition, for à rich 
man to-day, may be a four man to-morrow ; 
wefut Hon for young 
Prodigal s. 


this is a 


| pendih ri ts and ext Lava; unt 


1 Wo | 
The baſhful look, the rifing breaſt t, | 
Alternate ſpread alarms? 
The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſß d 

A maid in all her charms- | 


© And, ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, _. | 

A wretch forlorn,” ſhe cry d, | 

© Whole feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
8 . aariaredn 


© But let a maid thy pity ſhare, | 
* Whom love has taught to fray , | 
mens nfs nyoaaeord k 
* Companion of her way. | 


© My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, | 
A wealthy lord was he; | * 
And all his wealth was mark'd as mine: | 
[ He had but only me. 


To win me from his tender arma 
VUnnumber d ſuitors came; 

Who prais d me for imputed charms, 

And felt, or feign'd a flame f. 


Among the reſt young Edwin bow d. 
© But never talk d of love, | * 


+41 5s too ofien found by woeful experience, that the 
hearts and tongues of female admirers are not in uniſan. 


2 


We 4.1] 

© In humble, bonnie bir clad, 
© No wenkb as we? had he ; 

* Wiſdom aud worth were all he had, 
© But theſe were all to' me. 

© The blo{ſom opening to the day. 
© The dews of Heaven relin'd, 


« Conld nought of purity axle 
To emulate his mind. 


8 The dew, the bloſſoms of the tree, 
ih charms inconflant ſhine: 
Their charms were his; but, wn. 
6 | Their conſlancy was wine. | 


0 For flilt 1 try'd each fickle art, 
Importunate and vain; | 

© And while bis paſſon touch'l my heart, 
6 5 pO Ip grim: 


6 Till quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
He left me io my pride, 
In ſecret, where he died. 


© But mine the forrow, mine the fault! 
And well my life ſhall pay; 

I'll ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
Aud reich we where be lay! 


C3 And 


L 830 J 
* And there forlorn, deſpairing bid. 
u lay me down and die; 
© *'Twas ſo for me that Edwin did, 
And fo for him will TY. 


© Forbid it, Heaven the Hermit era, 
And claſp'dher to his breaſt : 

The wond'ring fair-one turn'd to chide, 
Nuss Edwia's ſelf that preſs d. 


Turn, Angelina, ever dear: 
My charmer, turn to ſee | 
s Reſtor'd to love and thee, 


©. Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
© And every care reſign - 
And ſhall we never, never part, 
* My life—wy all that's mine! 


No, never from this hour to part; 
+ We'll live and love fo true, 


+ Shall. break thy Edwin's too. 


SS 7 

mm. 

TRAV EL LI SR 
SG K&S 


PROSPECT or SOCIETY. 
| . ᷑ P-Hö— rn nm 


By OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
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G where the rude Carinthian boor 
Or where Campania's plain forfaken lies, 
A weary waſle expanding to the ſkies; 
Where er I roam, whatever realms to ſee, 
My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee: | 
And drags, at each remove, a length'ning chain. 
And round his dwelling guardian faints attend® : 
lee, . Bleſs d 
ately dedicates it to his brother, for whom. he had @ 


great regard, 


SW 
Bleſs'd be that ſpat, where cheerful gueſts retire, 
To parſe from toil, and trim their evening fire: 
Bick'd that abude, where want and pa n repair, 
| Andev'ry ltranger finds a ready chair: 
Bleſs' d be thoſe feafls, with ſimple plenty crown a, 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jefts or pranks that never fail, 
Or figh with pity at hune mournful tale: 
Or prefs the balnful firanger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good! 


But me, not deflin'd ſich delights to ſhare, 

Muy prime of life in wand'ring ſpent, and care; 
Impell'd, with ſteps unc eaſing, to purſue | 

Some fle eting good, that mocks me with the view; 

That, like the circle, bounding earth and ſkies, 

Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies “; 

My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, 

. And find no ſpot of all the world my own. 

E'en now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, 

I fit me down a peylave hour to ſpend : 

And plac'd on high, above the ſlorm's career, 

Look downward where an hundred realms appear; 

Lakes, foreſts, cities, plains, extending wide, 

The pomp of kings, the ſhepherd's humbler pride. 


wha 


I II 8 * 


* 1 or * ak, as ; the poet here r 


K  _— 


calls it, is more in proſpect than poſſeſſion ; eagerly 


purſued, but ſeldom if ever overtaken. 


I 


( 33 J 

When thus Creation's charms around combine, 
Let ſchool- taught pride diſſemble all ic can, 
eee grate 

Exults in all the good of all mankind. 

oy Ye gliu' ring towns, with wealth and ſplendor crown'dz 

Ve fields, where ſummer ſpreads profuſion round; 
Ye lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale: 
Ye bending ſwains, that dreſs the flow'ry vale; 
For me your tributary ſtores combine: | 
| Creation's heir ! the world, the world is mine! 


Bends at his treaſure, counts, recounts it oer; 
Yet ſtill he fighs, for hoards are wanting ſlill: 
Thus to my breaſt alternate paſſions riſe, 
Pleas'd with each good that Heav'n to man ſupplies ; 
Yet oft a ſigh prevails, and forrows fall, 
 Toſee the hoard of human bliſs fo ſmall ; 
And oft I wiſh, amidfi the ſcene, to find | 
Some ſpot to real happineſs conſign de, 


Where 


"® Where is real happineſs to be found ? not here be= 
tow ; wealth, honour, pleaſure, and difipation, eack 
daily owns, s not in me. 


— 
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Where my worn ſoul, each wand'ring hope at teſt, 
May gather bliſs to ſee my fellows blech d. 


Bus whend w fled hve ba 
Who can direct, wher all pretend to know ? 
Boldly proclaims hat happy ſpot his own ; 
Ard his long nights of revelry and eaſe: 

The naked negro, panting at the line, 

Boaſts of his goldem fands and palmy wine; 
Baſks in the glare, or flems the tiped wave, 

Aud thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
Such is the patriot's boalt, where er we roam; 
His firſt, beſt country, ever is at home. 
And eſtimate the bleſſings which they ſhare. 
Though patriots flatter, ftill ſhall wiſdom find 

An equal portion dealt to all mankind; 

As different good, by art or nature given, 

To different nations, makes their ble ſſings even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 

Still grants her bliſs at Jabour's earneſl call; 
Wich food as well the peafant is ſupplied 
On Idra's cliffs as Arno't ſheJvy file; 

And tho? the rocky creſted funmits frown, = 
5 Iheſe rocks by cuſiom urn to beds of down 3 
From art more various are the hleflings ſent, 


Wealih, commerce, honour, liberty, content, .; 


Yet 
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That either ſeems deſtruttive of the teſt. 
a 
And honour ſinks where commerce long prevails. 
Henceev'ry ſtate, to one loy'd bleſſing prone. 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 

Each to the fav'rite happineſs attends, 

And ſpurns the plan that aims at other ends *; 
Till carried toexcefs in each domain, 

This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 


But let us try theſe truths with cloſer eyes. 
And trace them thro” the proſpetts as it lies r 
Here for a while, my proper cares refign'd, 


Heere let me fit in ſorrow for mankind; 


L.ke yon neglefied ſhrub at random caſt, 


Far to the right, where Appennine aſcends, 
Pright as the ſummer, Italy extends; 

It's uplands ſloping, deck the mountain's fide, 

Woods over woods 1h gay theatric pride : 

Wi kile oft ſome temple's mquid*ring tops between, 


Cauld 


» 


ä 
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* Mankind widely differing in their ſentiments, where- 
in real happineſs confifts, are ſeeking the une whale 
they lofe the ** | 


„ 
Could Nature's bounty fatisfy the breaſt, 
Tube ſons of Italy were ſurely blef'd. 
That proudly riſe, or humbly court the ground ; 
Whatever blooms iu torrid trafls appear, 
Whatever fiveets falute the nonhern Ey, 


Thebs, he Sfpaning, ounce hinked fl, = 
Nor aſk luxuriance from the planter's toil; 
To win now fragrance round the ſmiling land. 


| But ſingll the bliſs that ſenſe alone beſtows, 

And ſenſual blifs is all the nation knows. = 

Man ſeems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contraſted faults through all his manners teign: 
Though poor, luxurious ; though ſubmiſſive, vainz | 
Though grave, yet triflng; zealous, yet untrue; 

And e en in pennance planning fins anew. 

All evils here contaminate the mind, 

That opulence departed leaves behind e; 

For wealth was theirs, nor far remov'd the date, 
When commerce proudly flouriſh'd through the tate ; 
| At 


* Wealth or opulence is produflive of more evils than 


men in general are aware of and tho' ſo univerſally de- 
fired, is the con ſtant ſource of envy and diſcontent, 
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At her command the palace leam's to riſe, 
Again the long fall'n column ſought the ſkies ; 
The canvas glow'd beyond een Nature warm, 
Till, more unſieady than the ſouthern gale, 
Commerce on other ſhores diſplay d her fail ; 
While noight remain'd of all that riches gave, 
But town unmann'd, and lords without a ſlave : 
And late the nation found with fruitleſs {kill 
Yet {till the loſs of wealth is here ſupply d 
By arts, the ſplendid wrecks of former pride ; 
, 
An eaſy compenſation ſeem to find. 
Here may be ſeen, in bloodleſs pomp array d, 
The paſteboard triumph and the cavalcade ; 
Proceſſions form'd for piety and love, 
A mifſlreſs or a ſaint in ev'ry grove. 
By ſports like theſc are all their cares beguil'd, 
Each noble aim, reprefs'd by long controul, 
Now ſinks at laft, or feebly mans the ſoul : 

In happier meannefs occupy the mind: 
I As in thoſe domes, where Cæſam once bore ſway, 
n | Defac'dby time, and tott ring in decay, 
= 


Veh I to © „ There 
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There in the ruin heedlefs of the dead, 
The ſhehter-ſeeking peaſant builds his ſhed * : 


And, wondering man could want te larger pile, 
Exults; and owns his cottage wich a ſmile. 
My foul turn from them turn we to ſurvey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race diſplay ; 
its rooted bare the denn bib offing, 
But man and flee), the ſoldier and his ſword. 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter ling'ring chills the lap of May ; 
No zephyrs fondly ſues the mountain's breaſt, 
But meteors glare, and ſtormy glooms inveſt. 
Yet flill, eden here, Content can ſpread a charm, 
Redreſs the clime, and all its rage diſarm. 
Though poor the peaſant's hut, his feaſts though ſmall, 
He fecs his little lot the lot of all; 
Sees no coniiguous palace rear its head 
Jo ſhame the meanneſs of his humble ſhed ; 
No coſtly lord the ſumptuous banquet deal, 
To make him loath his vegetable meal; 


But 
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But calm, and bred in ignorance and toll, 
Each wiſh contracting, firs him to the foil. 
Cheerful at morn, he wakes frum ſhort repoſe, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 
Mich patient angle trolls the ſinny deep, 
Or drives his vemꝰ tous plough-ſhare to the ſleep ; 
Or ſeeks the den where ſnow-tracks mark the way, 


| And drags the ſtruggling ſavage into day. 


At night returning, ev'ry labour ſped, 

He fits him down, the monarch of a ſhed : 
Smiles by his cheerfui fire, and round ſurveys 
His children's looks that brightcn at tbe blaze: 
While his lov'd partner, boaſtful of her hoard, 
Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board“, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 


Thus ev'ry good his native wilds impart 
Inprints the patriot paſſion in his heart; 
And e'en choſe ills, that round his man ſion riſe, 
Enhance his biz{s his ſcanty fund ſupplies. 


/  Deeriachet fhadts which his foul conforms, 


And dear that hull which lifis him to the ſtorms ; 


1 9 And 


15 


* Such are the innocent and unenvied pleaſures of- the 
rural ſwain ; how muck ſuperior to the guilty joys of 
wealth's s gay fons in town / | 


1 


: And es 5 lh, han fhning frank ack 
Clogs cloſe and cloſer tothe mother's breaft ; 
& hs fired e 
.But bind him to his native mountains more. 


Such are the charms to barren flates aſſign'd : 
Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin'd. 
Yet let them only ſhare the praiſes due: 
If few their wants, their pleaſures are but few : 
For every want that ſlimulates the breaſt, 
Becomes a ſource of pleaſure when redreſs d. 
| That firſt excites deſire, and hen ſupplies ; 
Unknown to them when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, 
To fill the languid pauſe with finer joy; 
Unknown thoſe pow rs that raiſe the ſoul to flame, 
Catch ev'ry nerve, and vibrate throngh the frame. 
There level life is but a mould'ring fire, 
Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ficong deſire ; 
Uaſit for raptutes; or, if captures cheer 
On ſome high feſtival of once a year, 
In wild excels the vulgar breaft takes fire, 
Till, buried in debauch, the blif expire 


But 


— 


fleaſures, and 


to human natur:. 


* Some men think happineſs confiſts only in ſenſual 
therefore make them their chief purſuit, 
like the brutes . uch perfons are a diſgrace 
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But not their joys alone thus coarſely flow: 
Their morals, like their pleaſores. are but low: 


For, as refinement flops, from fire to ſon, 
| Unalter'd, unimprov'd, the matters run; 
And love's and friend{hip's finely- .poinced dart 


Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 
Some ſlerner virtues o'er the mountain's breaſt 
May fit, like falcons cowering on the neſt ; 


But all the gentler morals ſuch as play 


Throngh life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way ; 
Theſe far diſpers d, on timorous pinions fly, 
To ſport and flutter in a kinder ſky. 


To kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn—and France diſplays her bright domain. 
Gay ſprightly land of mirth and focial eaſe, 
Pleas'd with thyſelf, whom all the world can pleafe : 
How often have I led thy fportive choir, 
Wich tunelefs pipe, be ſides the murmur ing Loire; 
And, freſhen'd from the wave, the zephyrs flew ; 
And haply, though my harſh touch falt'ring flill, 
But mock'd all tune, and marr d the dancer's ſkill ! 

D 3 Vet 


* This poem was written before the French revolution 
took place ; an event the poet evidentiy had no idea of, 
when he com pos d 12% lines. 
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And dance, forgetful of the noon tide hour! 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 


Have led their children through the mirthful mae: 


And the gay grandfire, ſxill'd in jeſtic lore, 
Has f:k'd beneath „„ 


So bleſ'd a life theſe thoughtlefs realms diſplay, 
Thus idly bufy rolls the world away : 
Theirs are thoſe arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the ſocial temper here. 
Honour, that praiſe which real merit gains, 
Or een imaginary worth obtains, ö; 
Here paſſes current; pa d from hand to hand; 
I ſhifts in ſplendid traffic round the land-: 
From courts to camps, to cottages it ſtrays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praiſe ; 

They pleaſe, are pleas'd, they give eſteem, 


Till, ſeeming bleſs d, they grow to what they ſeem. 


But while this ſofter art their bliſs ſupplies 
It gives their follies alſo room to riſe 3 
Fax praiſe too dearly lov'd, or . ſought, 
Enfeebles all inter nal ſtrength of thought; 
And the weak foul, within itſelf unbleſs'd, 
Leans for all pieaſure on another's breaſt. 
Hence oſlentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants far the vulgar praiſe which fools impart : 


a b as a 


Here beggar pride deſrauds her daily cheer, 
To boaſt one ſplen id banquet once a year; 
Nor weighs the ſolid worth of felf-applauſe . 


To men of other minds my fancy flies. 

 Emboſom' in the deep where Holland lies, 
Where the broad ocean leans againſt the land; 
And, ſedulous to ſtop the coming tide, 


1 _ Lifts the tall campice's artificial pride. 


Onward methinks, and diligently flow, 
Tube firm connected bulwark ſeems to grow; 
Spreads it's long arm amidſt the wat'ry rore, 


Scoops out an empire, and uſurps the ſhure : 


While the pent ocean, riſing o'er the pile, 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him ſmile : 
The flow canal, the yellow - bloſſom d vale, 
A new creation, reſcu'd from his reign. 


— tc 


Thus, 


| * Slf -approbation avifing from innate worth, inte * 
grity, and uprightnefs, well deferves the purfuit of all, 
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Thus, while around the wave-ſubjefted foil 
Impeſts the native to repeated toil. 
Induftrious habits in each boſom reign, 
And induſtry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, 
| With alt thoſe ills ſuperfluous treaſure brings, 


Are here diſplay d. "Their much-lov'd wealth imparts, 


| Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; 
But view them cloſer : craft and fraud appear, 
E'en liberty itſelf is barter'd here. 

At gold's ſaperior charms all freedom flies, 
The needy ſell it, and the rich man buys; 
Aland of tyrants, and a den of ſlaves, 
Here wretches ſeek diſhonourable graves ; 
Dull as their lakes that ſlumber in the ſlorm. 


_ how unlike their Belgic fires of old! 
War in each breaſt, and freedom on each brow ; 
How much unlike the ſons of Britain now ! 


1 
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„ many thouſands worſhip no other God but gold! 
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And brighter ſtreams than fam d Hydaſpes glide ; 
There all around the gentleſt breezes ſtray, 
There gentle muſic melts on ev'ry ſpray; 
Creaticn's mildeſt charms are there combin'd ; 
Extremes are only in the maſter's mind. 
Stern o'er each buſom reaſon holds her fate, 
Pride iu their port, defiance in their eye, 

J ſee the lords of human kind paſs by; 

Intent on high defigns, a thoughtful band, 
By forms unfaſhion's free from nature's hand; 
| Fierce in their native hardineſs of foul, 
True to imagin'd right, above controul ; 
Whilee'en the peaſant bolts theſe rights to ſean, 
And lms 9 vencmee Tenth os man. 


ine, freedom, thine the bleſſings pictur'd here, 
c—_ thoſe charms which dazzle and endear ; 
Too bleſs'd-1:deed were ſuch without alloy; 

But foſter'd e en by freedom, ills annoy ; 

Tat independance Britons prize too high, 

Keeps man from man, and breaks the ſocial tie e; 
The ſelf-dependant loidlings ſtand alone, 


© Mankind like links in a chain cannot do without 
each other's aid ; well therefore ſays the poet. 
Heav'n forming each on other to depend, 
A * or a ſeruant, or a friend ; 
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All claims that bind and ſweeten life unknown ; 
Here, by the bonds of Nature feebly held, 
Minds combat minds repelling and repell'd. 
Ferments ariſe, imptiſon'd faftions roar, 
Repreſs'd ambition ſtruggles round her ſhore. 
Till, over-wrought, the general ſyſtem feels 
Its motions top, or phrenzy fires the wheels. 


Not this the worſt. As nature's ties decay, 
As duty, love, and honour fail to ſway, 

Fiftitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather ſtrength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to theſe alone, 
And talent ſinks, and merit weeps unknown; 
The time may come, when, ſiriĩpp'd of all her charms, 
The land of icholars, and the nurſe of arms, ́ 
Where noble ſtems tranſmit the patriot flame, 
W here kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for fame; 
One fink of level avarice ſhall lie, 


3 Yet think not, thus when Freedom's ills I late, 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great : 


Ye 
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| Bids eack 6 on 2 * aims =Y 
Tull one man's weakneſs grows the ftrength of all. 


Porz's Ess Aw on Man. | | 
» Money not merit paves the way, ; | 
To honour in the preſent day. Fa 
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Ye powe s of truth, that bid my ſoul aſpire, 

Far from my boſom drive the low defire ! 

And thou, fair Freedom! taught alike to feel 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry fleel ; 

Thou tranſitory flower ! alike undone 

By proud contempt, or favour's foſt'ring ſun : 
| Still thy blooms the changeful clime endure, 
| I only would repreſs them to ſecure; 

For juſt experience tells, in ev'ry ſoil, 

That thoſe who think, muſt govern thoſe that toil; 
And all that Freedom's higheſt aim can reach, 

Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each, 
Hence ſhould one order diſproportion d grow, 

Ir's double weight muſt ruin all below. 


| ©, then, how blind to all that truth requires 
Wyo chink it freedom when a part aſpires ! 

Calm is my ſoul, vor apt to riſe in arms, 

Except when faſt approaching danger warms : 
Contrafting regal pow'r to flretch their own ; 

When I behold a faftious band agree 

To call it freedom when themſelves are free: 

Each wanton judge new penal ſtatutes draw, 

| Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law*; 


: 


; * Too often might ovrcones right, and wealth governs 
in ſpight of all the law can ſay. 


S 
The wealth of clime, where ſavage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from flaves, to purchaſe flaves at home; 
Fear, pity, juſtice, indignation ſtart, 
Tear off reſerve, and bear my ſwelling heart ; 
Till, half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
1 fly from petty tyrants to the throne, 


Yes, brother! curſe with me that baleful hour, 
When firſt ambition ſtruck at regal power : 

And this polluting honour in its ſource, 

| Gave wealth to fway the mind with double force, 
Have we not ſeen, round Britain's peopled ſhore, 
Her uſeful ſons exchang'd for uſclefs ore ? 
Seen all her triumph but deſtruttion haſte, _ 
Like waxen tapers, bright'ning as they waſte ; 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 
Lead ftern Depopulation in her train ; | 
And over fields, where ſcatter'd hamlets roſe, 
In barren, ſolitary pomp repoſe ? SE 
Have we not ſeen, at pleaſure's lordly call, 
Behold the duteous fon, the fire decay d, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train ! 
To traverſe climes beyond the weſtern main ; 
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Where wild Ofvrego ſpreads her ſwamps around, 
And Niagara ſtuns with thund'ring found. 


Een now perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim ſtrays, 
'Thro? tangl'd foreſis, and thro” dang rous ways 3 
2 nan 
And all xount dileefibel yell ., 5 
The penſive exile bending wuh his woe, 
To flop too fearful, and too faint to go; 
Caſts along look where England's glories ſhine, 
And bids his boſom ſympathiſe wich mine. 


| Vain, very vain, my wany frock, to fad 
That blifs which only centers in the mind * ! 
Why have 1 flray d from pleaſure and repoſe, 
To ſeek a goud each government, beſtlows 
In ev'ry government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrants laws reſtrain ; 
How ſmall, of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cauſe or cure f 
Still to ourſelves in ev'ry place confign'd, 
Our own * 
Vel I. 2. E 
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* Contentment is the md happineſs we Can enjoy in in 
this world, therefore * is to be fought * only in 


the mid. 


Human laws may reſtrain the afltons of men, bat 


God alone can oaks the conſcience. 
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With ſeeret courſe, which no loud ſtorms annoy, 

Glides the ſmooth current of domeſtic joy: 

The lified ax, the agonizing wheel, | 

Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of fleel * ; 

To men remote from power but rareiy known, 

Leave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our own. 
nc 
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By Dr. YOUNG. 

SACRED ſolitude! divine retreat: 

Choice of the Prudent! envy of the Great! 

By thy pure ſiream, or in thy waving ſhade, 

We court fair wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 

The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace 

(Strangers on earth !) are innocence and peace: 

There, from the ways cf men laid ſafe aſhore, 

We ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar ; 

There, bleſt with health, with busineſs unperplex'd, 

This life we reliſh, and enſuie the next. 


There too the Muſes ſport ; theſe numbers free, 
Pieran Eaſtbury ! I owe to thee. 


Mm. 
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He poet here refers to modes of puniſiment the inge- 
nuity of man has contrived, which may be juſtly fliled a 
difgrace to n in whatever nation or country they 
are praflis'd, 
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EVENING CONTEMPLATIONS 


IN A COLLEGE; 


An Taitaiion of nach 0 in a Country Church-zard. 
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— hr of dog urs, 
With jarrivg ſound the porter turns the key ; 
Then in his dreary manſion flumbering waits, 
And flowly, fternly, quits it though for me. 


And through the cloiſters peace and ſilence reign ; 
Save where ſome idler ſcrapes a drowſy tune, 
Or copious bowls inſpice a juvial ſtrain. 


Within thoſe walls, where through the glimmering ſhade 
Appear the pamphlets in a mouldering heap, 
Each in his narrow bed till morning laid, 


The tinkling bell proclaiming early prayers, 
The noiſy ſervants rattling o'er their head, 
The calls of buſineſs, and domeſtic cares, | 
*  Ne'er rouſe theſe ſleepers from their dowry bed. 
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No chaitering females croud their ſocial fire, 
No dread have they of diſcord and of ſtrife, 
Unknown the names of huſband and of fire, 
Unfelt the plagues of matrimonial life. 


Ofi have they baſk'd beneath the ſunny walls, 
Oft have the benches bow'd beneath their weight: 
How ſmoke the cutlets on their crowded plate! 


Oh! let not temp'rance, too diſdainful, hear 

How lang their fealls, how long their dinners laſt 3 
Nor let the Fair, with a contemptuous ſueer, 

On theſe unmaried men re ſle ions caſt. 


The ſplend d fortune, and the beapteous face, 
- (Themſelves confeſs it, and their fires bemoan; 
Too ſoon are caught by ſcarlet and by lace; 

1 heſe ſons of ſcience ſhine in Black alone. 


Forgive, ye fair, th'involuntary fault, 
If theſe no fears of gaiety diſplay, 
Where through proud Ranclagh's wide echoing vault. | 
Melodious Frafi * trills her quavering lay. 

Say, is the ſword well ſuited to the band ? 

Does 'broider'd coat agree with ſable gown? 
Can Mechling laces ſhade a churchman's hand ? 
Or learning's votaries ape the beaux of town ? 


Ferhays 


. A late celebrated Italian finger. 
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| Perdags in hes times rotering walls red 


Some who were once the darling of the fair, 


Some who of old could taſtes and faſhions guide, 


Controul the manager, and awe the play'r, 


But Schoor now has GS ole a wiked 
With Rome's rich ſpoils, and trath's exalted views 3 


Fir'd them with tranſports of a nobler kind. 


And bade them flight all females—but the muſe. 
Full many a lark, high towering to the ſky, 

Unheard, unheeded, greets th'approach of light; 
Full many a ſtar, — 
* 


Rebellion's torrent ſhall, like him, oppoſe ; 


Some Pelham, dteadful to his country's foes. 


From prince and people to command applauſe; . 
Midſt ermin'd peers to guide the high debate, 
To ſhield Britannia's and Religion's laws, 
And ſteer with fleady courſe the helm of flate. 


Their growing virtues, but their crimes confines, 
Forbids in Freedom's veil tinſult the throne, 
Beneath her maſque to hide the worſt deſigns ; 
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Wich penſions, taxes, marriages, and Jews, 
Or ſhut the gates of heaven on loſt mankind," 


And wreſt their darling hopes, their future views. 


Far from the giddy crowds tumultuous firife, 
Their wiſhes yet have never learn'd to flray ; 
Cnntent and happy in a fingle life, 

They keep the noiſeleſs terror of their way. 
E'en now, their books from cobwebs to projett, 
| Inclos'd by doors of glaſs in Doric flil, 
On poliſh d pillars rais'd, with bronzes deckt, 

They claim the paſſing tribute of a ſmile. 
 Mis-ſpelt by blundering binder's want of care, 
And many a catalogue is ſlrew d around, 
To tell th admĩring gueſt what books are there. 
For who, to thoughtleſs ignorance a prey, 

Neglects to hold ſhort dalliance with a book * ? 
'Who there but wiſhes to prolong his ſtay, 
Aod on thoſe caſes caſt a lingering look ? 

Reports, attract the lawyer's parting eyes, 
Novels, Lord Fopling and Sir Plume require ; 
For Songs and Plays the voice of Beauty cries, 

And Senſe and Nature Crandiſon defire, 
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A friend, a book, the euling hours ſecure 


And mark them down for wifaucms 


Inonusox's SEASONS. 


F. 


II 


e . 

Fer thee, who, mindful of thy lov'd compeers, 
Do'ſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate, 

If chance, with prying ſearch, in future years, 


Haply ſome friend may ſhake his hoary head, 
And ſay, © Each morn unchill'd by froſis he ran. 
© With hoſe ungarter'd, o'er yon turfy bed, 

To reach the chapel ere the pſalms began; 


© There, in the arms of that lethargic chair 
Which rears its old moch - eaten back fo high, 
At noon he quaff d three glaſſes to the fair, 

And por'd upon the news with curious eye. 


© Now by the fire engag'd in ſerious talk, 
Or mirtful converſe, would he loitering land ; | 
Then in the garden choſe a ſunny walk, . 
Or launch d the poliſh'd bowl with fleady hand *. 


One morn we miſs d him at the hour of prayer, 
© Nor in the hall, nor on his favourite green; 
Another came; nor yet within the chair, 
Nor yet at bowls or chapel was he ſeen. 
Re © The 
Nis alludes to has fondneſs for playing at nowrs, 
an amuſeng and manly exerciſe, conducive both to health 
and vigour of body, as well as a pleafing relaxation to 
the mind. os f 
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The next we heard that, ina neighbouring ſhire, 
„ Thatday tochurch he led a bluſhing bride ; 
* A nymph whoſe ſnowy veſt and maiden fear 
© Improv'd her beauty while the knot was ty'd. 


© Now, by his patron's bounteous care remov'd, 

He roves enraptur'd through the fields of Kent; 
| © Yet, ever mindful of the place he lov'd. 
6 Read here the letter which he hdr ſent. 


To 
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Taz LETTER. 
IN rural innocence ſecure I dwell, 
Alike to fortune and to form unknown; 
Approving conſcience clears my bumble cell, 
ſocial quiet marks me for ber own. = 
to the bleſſings of religious truth, 
Two gifts my daily gratitude engage : 

A Wizz—the joy and tranſport of my youth, 
A Sox—the comfort of declining age. 
Seek not to draw me from this calm retreat, 
In loſtier ſpheres unfit, untaught to move; 

The ſweets of friendſhip, and the ſmiles of love. 
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And unge the mountains with a fluid gold. 
To life he wakes the dew bright earth around, 
And ſpreads his luſice o'er the ſpangled ground. 
Wich light reſplendant o'er the vallies plays; 
The land ſłĩ ps ſmile, and court his cheering rays : 
Millions of inſects into life ariſe, 
And taſte the mildueſs of the morning ſkies : 


Wich arilefs ſongs the hills and vale reſound, | 


On ev'ry ſpray the dew-drops twinkle round; c 
4 And from the woods the fawns advancing bound. 


To thee, all cheering fun! I raiſe my lain, 


Thou bright informer of the flarry train, 


Thau heav'nly ſubſtitute of joys below, 


From whoſe ſoft beams unnumber d bleſſings flow ! 
It glads me now o'er dew-wet fields to ſtray, | 


And with the ſhepherd hail the infant day; 


Who rous'd from leaden fleep's oblivious chains, 
Now leaves his cot and haſlens to the plains. 
Oer bleating flocks his tender cares renews, 


And with content his wonted toils purſues. 


When ſcorching beams their ardent iafluence ſhed. 
He ſeeks ſome ſhade, and on a molſy bed, 
Amidlt the mingling trees ſoft ſhelter lies, 

While buſy Zephyr chro' their foliage ſighs; 
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Or on the verge of ſame embower d rill. 

Sees thro' the graſs the pearly drops diftil : 
In coolneſs thus the live- long day he ſpends, 
Till Sol, declining, to the weſtward bends : | 

| Then o'er the plain his bleating flocks beholds, 
And whillling drives them to their wonted folds. 


How happy's he ! who thus employs his hours: | 


On Plains, in groves, in cool ſequeſter'd bow'rs ; 
The world's vexations, and from flothful eaſe, 
Around him filence lulls to peace his ſoul, 
While chearful hopes each riſing fear controul : 
Exempt from cares which ſcepter'd honours bring, 
He ſcorns to ſoar on proud ambition's wing; 
Which ftill is made by nature's bounty great. 
And balmy eaſe and blooming health befriend ; 
In ev'ry ſhape he ſhifting Nature views, 

And her with pleaſure thro” each ſcene purſees, 
The Summer, Autumn, Winter, and the Spri 
His life's one round of undiſturd'd repoſe ; 
The choiceſt bleſſing Heav'n on man beſtows. 


Hear me, ye Muſes, with whoſe charms I'm fir'd, 


And with whaſe influence I am oft inſpir'd, 


Sire 
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Give me, O! give me, ſuch a ſylvan life, 
| Devoid of care, of trouble, and of ſtrife : 
I'd laugh at empires, and be truly great. 
i But flop, my Muſe—Reſume the ſummer lay, 


| Beholdtheruftic crew, with prongs and rakes, 


Amidſt the heat the ruſſet hay-cock makes, 

The old, the young, the maiden, and the ſwain, 
Together join, and toil upon the plain. | 

With blended voice of joy, they wake the gale, 
While honeſt glee reſounds from vale to vale, 
See too, amidſt the heat, a fimple ſcene! 


| From whence this noiſe ? What can this tumult mean ? 


Lo! in the brooks the ſhepherds plunge the flocks, 
DS. 
While ſummer's glories ſcenes of bliſs diſpenſe, 

With in-felt joy, it glads my ev'ry ſenſe, 

To fee the fields with waving harveſts ſmile, | 
Replete with riches for the farmer's toil. 

Now, let the painting Muſe ſlrive to intrude 
Where Nature dwells in awful ſolitude : 
When the bright ſun, innoon-tide heat array d, 
Id breathe the coolneſs of ſome verdaut ſhade. 
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The biet retreat, where contemplation lives, | 
And ſober peace and gentle quiet gives. 


| + Where the feet chaunters of the feather'd choir, 


From ſultry faintneſs to the ſhades retire : 
And big with forrow, where the turtle dove, 
In mournful dirges, mourns her lifeleſs love. 


There, on the verge of ſome ſoft-ſounding fiream, 
My Muſe retr'd, weuld chuſe her fav'rite theme. 


And pant Aurora's charms, the ſylvan glades, 
And all the beauties of the ev'ning ſhades. 
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When baking Sol, with downward orb deſcends, 


And riſing night her gloomy vale extends ; 


And fIfofily kiſs the eeping flow'rs and trees ; 


To ſome fair ſpot, the Muſes happy feat, 
In thought engag'd, I gladly would retreat ; 
Of boumteous Nature take a full ſurvey, 
And to th' Almighty conſecrate my lay. 


And while the nightingales their notes prolong, 


To Nature's God I'd dedicate my ſong, | 
To whole all-bounteons hand all joys we owe, 
——— 


Vis ht, fable Goddefs from her ebon throne 


In rayeſs majeſty, on earth deſcends. 
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WEET Auburn! lovelieſt village of the plain, 
Where health and plenty cheer d the labouring ſwain, 


| Where ſmiling ſpring its earlieſt viñt paid, 


bee, eee e ge oi 
lovely bow rs of innocence and eaſe ! 


|| Seats of my youth, when ev pleaſe 
rv ſport could ; 
eee, 7 d o'er thy green, 
| humble happineſs endear'd each ſcene; 


How often have I 
n 

The never fag, n 

Ws church that topt the neighb'ring hill; 

The hawthorn buſh, with ſeats beneath the ſhade, 

Far talking age and whiſp'ring lovers made. 
VVV 
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How often have [ bleſt the coming day, 
When toil te mitting lent its turn to play, 

And all the village train from labour free, 

Led up their ſports beneath the ſpreading tree; 
While many a paſlime ei · cled in the ſhade, 
The young contending as the old ſurvey'd ; 
And many a gambol frolick'd o'er the ground, 
And fleights of art and feats ofſtrengih went round; 

And flill as each repeated pleaſure tir d. 
By holding out to tire each other down ; 
While ſecret laughter titter'd round the place; 
The baſhful virgin's ſide · long looks of love, 
The matron's glance that would thoſe looks reprove. 


Theſe were thy charms, feet village! ſports like theſe, : 1 


With ſweet ſucceſſion, taught ev 'n toil to pleaſe ; 

Theſe round thy bowers their chearful influence ſhed, 

Theſe were thy charms—But all theſe charms are fled. 
Sweet ſmiling village, lovelieſt of the lawn ! 

| Amidſt thy bowers the tyrant's hand is ſeen, 

One only maſter graſps the whole domain, 

And half a tillage ſlints thy ſmiling plain; 

No more thy graſſy brouk reflefis the day, | 

But, choak'd with ſedges, taeda, þ 
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| Along thy glades, a- ſolitary gueſt, 
The hollow founding butern guards its neſt ; 
Amidf thy deſert walks the lapwing ſhes, 
And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries. 
eee geg caged of 
Far, b eee 8 
II fares the land, to haſt' ning ills a prey, 

Princes and lords may flouriſh, or may fade: 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made®. 
9 , But a bold peaſantry their country's pride, 

pf When once deſtroy'd, can never be ſupply'd. 
| A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
| When every roodof ground maintain'd its man 3 
For him ligh: labour ſpread her wholeſome ſtore, 
Juſt gave what life requir'd, but gave no more ; 
But times are alter d; trade's unfeeling train 
Ulurp the land, and diſpoſſeſs the fwain 3 5 
A2 Along 
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' emptineſs of all honorary titles and diſtinflions among 
nen; what is fame but breath ? 


[4] | 
Along the lawn, where ſcatter d bamlets roſe. 
Unwieldy wealth, and cumb'rons pomp repoſe ; 
And every want to luxury ally 'd, 36 = 
And every pain that fully pays to pride 
Theſe gentle hours that plenty bade to bleom, 
Thoſe calm defires that a ſkł d but little room, 


"Thoſe healthfu! ſports that grac'd the peaceful ſcene. 


Liv'd in each look, and brighten d all the green; 

Theſe, far departing, ſeek a kinder ſhore, 

And rural minh and manners are no more. 
Sweet Auburn! parent of the bliſsful hour, 

Thy glades forlorn confeſs the tyrant's power, 

Here, as I take my ſolitary rounds, | 

Amidſt thy tangling walks, and ruin'd grounds, 

And, many a year elaps'd, return to view 


Where once the cottage flood, the hawthorn grew, 


Remembraace wakes, with all her bufy train, 
Swells at my breaſt, and turns the paſt to pain. 

In all my wand'rings round this world of care, 

In all my griefs—and God has giv'n my ſhare— 


I flill had hopes my lateſt hours to crown, 


Amidſt theſe humble bowers to lay me down; 
To huſband out life's taper at the cloſe, 

Aud keep the flame from waſting by repoſe; 

I flilt had hopes, for pride attends us —_ ns 
Amidft the fwains to ſhew my book-learn'd ſkill ; 
Around my fire an ev'ning group to draw, 

And tell ofall I felt, and all I ws © 
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And, as an hare whom hounds and horns purſue, 
1 fill had hopes, my long vexations pait, 
Here to return—and die at home at laſt. 
O bleſt retirement! friend to life's decline, 


| Retreats from care, that never mult be mine: 
| How bleſt is he who crowns, in ſhades like theſe, 


A youth of labour with an age of eaſe ; 

Who quit a world where ſtrong temptations try, 
Aud, fince tis hard to combat, leavns to fly. 
For him no wreiches, born to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempo the dang'rous deep; 
No ſurly porter ſtands in guilty ſtate, | 


| To ſpurn imploring famine from the gate ; 


But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue's friend; 

Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 

While refignauen gently flopes the way; 

And, all his proſyctt bright'ning to the la, 

His heaven commences ere this world be paſl ! | 
Sweet was the ſound, when oft, at ev'ning's cloſe, 


| Up yonder hill the village murmur roſe ; 


There, as I paſt with careleſs fleps and flow, 
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The ſober herd that low'd to Sd 
The noiſy geeſe that gabbled o'er the pool, 
The playful children juſt letlooſe from ſchool 3 

A3 | The 
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And the loud laugh that ſpoke the vacant mind; 
Theſe all in ſweet confuſion ſought the ſhade, 

But now the ſounds of population fail, 

No cheerful murmurs fluftuate in the gale ; 

No buſy Reps the grafs-grown foot-way tread. 

But all the gloomy fluſh of life is fled. 

That feebly bends beſide the plaſhy fpring ; 
She, wretched matron ! forc'd, in age for bread, 

To ftrip the brook with mantling creſſes ſpread ; 

To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 

_ To ſeek her nightly ſhade, and weep till morn 3 

She only left of all the harmleſs tram, 

Near yonder copſe, where once the garden ſmil'd, 
And flill where many a garden flow'r grows wild, 
There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place diſcloſe, 
The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe. 

A man he was, to all the country dear, 

And paſſing rich with forty pounds a year; 

Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 

Nor ere had chang' d, not wiſh'd to change his place. 
- Unſkillful he to fawn, or feek for pow'r. 

By Coftnnes faſhion'd to the varying hour: 

Far other aims his heart had learn d to prize, 

More bent to raiſe the wretched than to riſe. 
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He chid their wand'rings, but reliev'd their pain. 


| The ruin'd ſpendihrift, now no longer proud, 


Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd ; | 
The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to flay, 


Sate by his fire, and talk'd the night away z 


Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of forrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd how fields were won. 
Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe; 
Careleſs their merits, or their faults to ſcan, 


His pity gave ere charity began. 


Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And ev'n bis failings lean'd to virtue's fide ; 


He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all. 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt her new fledg'd offspring to the ſkies, 
He tried each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 


Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 


And forrow, guilt, and pain, by turns diſmay'd, 
Comfort came down the the trembling wretch to raiſe, 


At 


11 

At church, wich meck and unaffetted grace, 
His looks adorn'd the venerable place; 
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double ſway, 
And fools, who came to ſcoſf, remain'd to pray. 
With ready zeal, each honeft ruſtic ran; 
Ev'n children ſollow d with an undearing wile, 
And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man's ſmile, 
His ready ſmule a parent's warmth expreſt, 
Their welfare pleas d him, and their cares diſireſl; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given, 
But all his ſerious thonghts had reſt in heaven. 
As ſome tall cliff that lifes its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, nd midway loves the from, 
Though round its breaſt the rolling clouds are ſptead, 
Eternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. 

Beſide yon firagyling fence that ſkirts the way, 
Wich bloffom' d furze unproſitably gay, 
There, in his noĩſy manſion ſkill'd to rule, 
A man ſevere he was, and flern to view, 
1 knew him well, and every truant knew: 
Well had the boding trembler learn · d to trace: 
The day's diſaſter in his morning face; 
Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 
Convey d the buſy tidings when he frown'd ; 
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The love he bore to learning was in fault; 

The village all declar'd how much he knew, 
Tuas certain he could write, and cypher too: 
And ev'n the ſtory ran that he could gauge; 

In arguing too, the parſon own'd his {kill, | 
For ev'n though vanquiſh'd, he could argue ſlill; wy | 
While words of learned length, and thund'riag ſound, 
Amaz'd the gazing ruflics rang'd around, = 
And ſtill they gaz'd, and ſtill the wonder grew, 

That one ſinall head could carry all he knew, 


But paſt is all his ſame. The very ſpot 


| — Where many a tme be wamph'd, is forgot. 
Near yonder thorn, that lifis its head on high, 
Where once the ſign polt caught the paſſing eye, 
Low lies that houſe where nut-brown draught inſpit d, 
Where grey-beard mirth, and ſmiling tail retir'd, 
Where village ſtateſmen talk'd with looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Fünen 
The white-walh'd wall, . 
The varniſh'd clock that click'd behind the door: 
The cheſt contriv'd a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheſt of drawers by day; 
The pictures plac d ſor ornament and uſe, 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of gooſe; 
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The hearth, except whew winter chill'd.the day, | 


Rang'd o'er the chimney, gliflen'd in a row. 
Van tranſmory ſplendor! could not all 
Obſcure it ſinks, nor ſhall it more ĩimpart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart; 
Thither no more the peaſant ſhall repair, 
To ſweet oblivion of his daily care 
No more the wood-man's ballad ſhall prevail ; 
The hoſt himſelf no longer ſhalt be found 
Careful to fee the mam ling bliſs go round 
Nor the coy maid, half willing ts be preſt, 
Shall kiſs the cup, and paſs it to the reſt. 
| Yes! letthe rich deride, the proud diſdain, 
Theſe fimple bleffings of the lowly train, 

To me more dear congenial to my heart, 

One native charm, than all the gloſs of art; 
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Unenvy'd, unmoleſted, unconfin'd. 

But the long pomp, the midnight maſquerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 


In 
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1 hed, eo adi deem mp, 
| . The heart miſiruling aks, iF chis he joy ? 


| Ye friends to truth, ye ſtateſmen who ſurvey 
The rich man's joys encreaſe, the paor's decay, 
Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits land 
And ſhouting Folly hails them from the ſhore ; 
Hoards, ev'n beyond the miſer's wiſh, abound, 
And rich men flock from all the world around; 


1 mn This wealth is but a name 


Not ſo the loſs. The man of weakb and pride 

Takes up a ſpace that many poor ſupply'd; 
Space for his horſes, equipage and hounds z 
The robe that wraps his limbs in ſilken ſloth 

| Has robb'd the neighbouring fields of half their grouth; 

His ſeat, where ſolitary ſports are ſeen, 

Indignant ſpur ns the cottage from the green; 
For all the luxuries the world ſupplies. 
While thus the land adorn'd for pleaſure all 
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As ſome fair female unadorn'd and plain, 
' Secure to pleaſe while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every borrow'd charm that dreſs ſupplies, 
Nor ſhares with art the triumph of her eyes ; 


She then ſhines forth, ſolicitous to bleſs, 

In all the glaring impotence of dreſs. 

In nature's fimpleſt charms at firſt array'd, 
But verging to decline, its ſplendors riſe, 
And while he finks, without one arm to fave, 
The country blooms—a garden and a grave. 
To 'ſcape the preſſure of contiguous pride ? 

If to ſome commons fenceleſs limits ftray'd, 
He drives his flock to pick tbe ſcanty blade, 
And ev'n the bare-worn common is deny d. 

If to the city ſped. What waits him there ? 
To ſee profuſion that he muſt not ſhare ; 

To ſee ten thoufand baneful arts combin'd 

To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 


To 
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Jo ſee each joy the ſons of pleaſure know. 

Extorted from his fellow creature's woe. 

Here, while the counter glitters in brocade, 

} There the pale artifl plies the ſickly trade; 

| Here, while the proud their long-dravn pomps diſplay, 
There the black gibbet glooms beſide the way. 

Ide dome where Pleaſure holds her midnight reign. 
Sure ſcenes like theſe no troubles e er annoy ! 

Sure theſe denote one univerſal joy ! 

Are theſe thy ſerious thoughts ?—Ah, turn thine eyes 
Where the poor houſelefs ſhiv'ring female lies. 

She, once, perhaps, in village plenty bleſt, 

Has wept at tales of innocence diſtreſt; 

Sweet as the primroſe peeps beneath the thorn ; 

Now loſt to all ; her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer's door ſhe lays her head“, 
2 n 
When idly firſt, ambitious of the town, 
2K — 
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* See the Fignette 
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Do thine, ſweet Auburn, thine, the levelie es 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? 

Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 


At proud mens doors they aſk a little bread ! 
Ah! no. To diſtant climes, a dreary ſcene, 

Wheee half the convex world n — 

rr 

Far different there from all that charm d before, 

The various terrors of that horrid ſhore ; 

Thoſe blazing ſuns that dart a downward ray, 

And hercely ſhed intolerable day ; 

Thoſe matted woods where birds forget to fing, 

But filent bats in drowſy cluſters cling ; 

Thoſe pois'nous fields with rank luzuriance crown'd, 

Where the dark ſcorpion gathers death around ; 

| Where at each flep the ſtranger fears to wake 

The rattling terrors of the vengeful ſnake ; 

Where crouching tigers wait their hapleſs prey, 

And ſavage men more murd'rous ſtill than they: 

While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 

Mingling th: ravag'd landſcape with the ſkies. 

Far different theſe from every former ſcene, 

The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 

That only ſheker'd thefis of harmlefs love. 


| Good heaven ! what ſorrows gloow'd that parting day, 


That call'd them from their native walks away: 


When 
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When the poor exiles, every pleaſure paſt, | 
Hung round the bowers, and fondly look'd their lad, 
And took a long farewel, and wiſh'd in vain 


For ſeats like theſe beyond the weſtern main; 
And ſhudd' ring ſtill to face the diſlant deep, 
Return; d and wept, and {till return d to wech. 
The good old fire, the firſi prepat d to go 

To new-found worlds, and wept for other's woe 3 
But for himſelf, in couſcious virtue brave. 
He only wiſh'd for worlds beyond the grave. 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 

The fond companion of his hapleſs years, 


1 Silent went next, negleciſul of her N 


And left a lover's for her father's arms 


Wich louder plaints the mother fooke has woes, 
And bleſl the cot where every pleaſure roſe ; 


And kif'd her thoughtleſs babes with many a tear, 


And claſpt them cloſe, in ſorrow doubly dear; 


While her fond huſband ſtrove to lend relief 
In all the filent manlineſs of grief. 


O luxury! thou curſi by heaven's decree, 


How Þ exheng'siene Gigs et 


Diffuſe their pleaſures only to deſiroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to ſickly greatneſs grown, 


: At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated maſs of rank unwieldy woe; 
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E'en now the devaſtation is begun. —— 
And half the bus neſs of deftruftion done; | 
Een vow, methinks, as pond'ring here I ſtand, 

I fee the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where yon anch'ring veſſel ſpreads the fail | 
That idly waiting flaaps with every gale ; 
| Downward they move, a melancholy band, 

Paſs from the ſhore, and darken all the ſtrand. 

Contented toil, and hoſpitable care. 

And kind connubial tenderneſs are there ; 

And piety with wiſhes plac'd above, 1 

And ſteady loyalty, and faithful love. . 

And thou, ſweet Poetry! thou lovelieſt maid, 

Still firſt rofly, where ſenſual joys invade; of . 

Unfit, in theſe degen'rate times of ſhame, ; 

To catch the heart, or ſlrike for honeſt _ 5 
Dear charming nymph, neglefted and decry d, y 

My ſhame in crouds, my ſolitary pride. 8 5 
Thou ſource of all my bliſs, and all my woe, | 
That found'ſt me poor at firſt, and keep'it me ſoz 
Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, 

Thou ſource of every virtue, fare thee well. T3, 

| Farewel, and O! where'er thy voice be try'd. "ll 


On Torno's clifls, or Pambamarca's fide ; 


5 Whether . 


. : >. . e 
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Or winter wraps the polar world in ſnow. 

| Still let thy voice prevailing over time, 
COINS Hf inclement clime; 

| Tenchening man to be. eee cm | 
„Teach him, that ſlates of native ſlrength polleſt, 
Though very poor, may ſtill be very bleſt; 
That trade's proud empire haſtes to fwift decay, 
As ocean ſweeps the labour d mole away ; 
While ſelf dependent pow r can time defy, 


An ADDRESS to the DEITY, 


By FAMES THOMSON, 
1 ; 
O teach me what is good. Teach me !? 

Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 
From every low purſuit ! and feed my ſoul 
With knowledge, conſcious peace, and virtue pure 3 


| barred, ſubſtantial, never-fading bliG ! 


* 
4 
- 
L 
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THE 


BEGGAR'S PETITION. 


| Charity fhewn to worthy abjefts is like bread caſt upon the | 
waters, which thou fhalt find after many days. 
Eecrzsiasrzs, if. to 


— pr ama, 

Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your dor 

Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan ; 
Oh! give relief, and heaven will bleſs your ſlore. 

II. 


Theſe tatter d cloaths my poverty beſpeak, 
Thaſe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen d years; 
And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek, 
Hath been the channel to a flood of tears. 
| | | | | 
Yon houſe eretted on the riſing ground, I 
With tempting aſpe& drew me from my road: 
For plenty there a reſidence has found, | 
And grandeur a magnificent abode. 
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| ; . | 
Hard is the fate of the infirmand poor ! 
Here as I crav'd a morſel of their bread, 

A pamper'd menial drove me from the door ; 
To ſcek a ſhelter in an humbler ſued. 1 


1 
Oh ! take me to your hoſpitable dome, 
Short is my paſſage to the friendly tomb, 
For I am poor and miſerably old. 
| 5 VI. — | 
Could I reveal the ſources of my grief, 
If foft humanity e er touch'd your breaſt. 
Your hands would not withhold the kind relief, 
And tcars of pity would not be reprefs'd. 
5 W 
Tis heaven that brought me to the flate you ſee, 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 
I be child of ſorrow and of miſery. „ 


__—_—— 


| * Aer and — maſt ever be deftre- | 
ing the compaſſion and benevolence of the rich and great, 


[ © ] 
A litle farm was my paternal lot, 
Then like the lark I fprightly hail'd ine morn ; 


But ah! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, 
My cattle died and blighted was my corn. 


Ix. 


My daughter once the comfort of my age, 
Ler'd by a villeie from her naive hoe, 
Is caſt abandon'd on the world's wide ſlage. 


„ 
My tender wife ſweet foother of my care? 
Struck with fad anguiſh at the em decree, | 


Fell ling ring, fell a victim to deſpair, 
And leſt the world to wreichednefs and me. 


XI, 
Bee ate cer em. 


Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, 
| Ok! give relief and heaven will bleſs your ſlore. 


Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door 3 


THE 
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THE 


HERM 1 I 


By DR. PARNELL. 


— —— — : 


What the Almighty does. men know nat, but they fla 


know hereafter, 
— — —ä— 
Fr.. 5 
From youth to age a rev rend Hermit grew 3 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
| His food the fruits, his drink the chryſlal well: 
Prayꝰ'r all bis buſineſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. 
A life fo ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway ; 
His hopes no more a certain proſpett boaſt, 
And all the tenour of his foul is loſt. 
Calm Nature's image onits wat'ry breaſt, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And ſkies beneath with anſwering colours glow 3 
But if a ſlone the gentle ſea divide, 
Swift ruffling currents curl on ev'ry fide, 
And glimm'ring fragments of a broken ſun; 
Banks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diforder run, 
To clear this doubt, to know the world by fight, 


To 


ra ] 
. 
(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
Whole feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew} 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim's ſtaff he bore, 
And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before ; 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 
And long aud longſome was the wild to paſs, 
But when the ſouthern fan had warm'd the day, 
A youth came polling o'er a eroſſing way; 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 
And ſoft, in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair: 
Then near approaching, Father, hail ! he cry'd; 
And hail, my fon ! the rev'rend fire reply d; 
Words follow'd words, from queſtion anfwer flow'd, | 
And talk of various kinds deceiv'd the road ; 
Till each with others pleas'd, and loth to part, 
While intheir age they differ, join in heart. 
Thus flands an aged elm in ivy bound, 
Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 
But here the youth enjuin's the eager fire, 
(Who into hidden truths did much inquire) 
If he'd in filence each event behald, = 
He would to him ſome wond'rous things unfold. 


Agreed 3 


[ #3 ] 
Agreed ;——and now the cloſing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober grey*; 
Nature in filence bids the world repoſe ; 

W ben near the road a flately palace roſe: 
There, by the moon, thro” ranks of trees they paß, 
Whole vendure crown'd their floping fides of graſi. 

It chanc'd, the noble maſter of the dome 

ah Still made his houſe the wand'ring ſtrangers home ; 

| Yet flill the kindneſs, from a thirft of praiſe, 
Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive caſe. 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate; 
Then led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
| Along the wide canals the zephyrs play; 

| Freſh oer the gay parterres the breezes creep, 

And ſhake the neighbouring wood to baniſh ſleep. 

Pp riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call; 

An early banquet deck 't the ſplendid hall; 

| Rich, luſcious wine, a golden goblet grac'd, 

| Which the kind maſter forc'd his gueſts to taſte : 


Had in her fober livery all things clad. = 
| Mirror, 
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Then pleas'd and thankful from the porch they ga. 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe ; 
His cup was vaniſh'd; for in ſecret guiſe. 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt ring prize. 


Now on they paſs: when far upon the road, 
The wealthy ſpoil the wily partner ſhow'd. 

As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
Glifning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 
Diſorder d ſtops, to ſhun the danger near, 

So ſeem d the fire, he walk'd with trembling heart ; 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk, to part: 
Murm'ring, he lifis his eyes, and thinks it hard, 
That gen'rous aftions meet a baſe reward“. 

A ſound in air preſag d approaching rain, 


To ſeek fer ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat : 

Tas built by turrets on a riſing ground, 

And firong, and large, and unimprov'd around: 
| | Ws Its 
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* * ihat good may com e of ity bu, 
| infinite wiſdom can always bring good out of ev il however 


eurſelves. 


- impoſſible it may appear to poor ort. f cut ed mortals like | 


* 


| 


| 
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Aae tim'rous and ſevere, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſert there. 
As near the miſer's heavy door they drew, 
Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew ; 


The nimble light'ning, mix'd with ſhow'rs began, 
And oer their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 


Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 


- Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. | 
At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt : 


(TT a gueſt.) 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 


| | And half he welcomes in the fhiv'ring pair 3 
- One frugal faggoe lights the naked walls, = 


And nature's fervour thro” their limbs recalls : 
Bread of the coarſeſt fare, with dead ſmall beer, 


(Each hardly granted) ſerv d them both for cheer 3 


| And when the tempeſt firſt appear d to ceaſe, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace, 


In one fo rich, a life ſo poor and rude; 

And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he ery d) 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 

But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place 
In every ſetting feature of his face! 

That cup, he gra'rans nll TE; 
The flinted kindne of this cha foul : 
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Jul fink to earth, the miſe is Grnquicn, 


Neceiv d the glitt'ring gift with ſtartled eyes: 

The generous gueſts were gone quite out of fight. 

No ihe briſk clouds in airy tumults fly, 
. anenmns By x 

And glitt'ring as they tremble, .. EL] 
While hence they walk, the pilgrim's boſom wrought 
Wich all the travel of uncertain thought ; 
His partner's afts without their cauſe appear, 
Twas there a vice but ſeem d a madneſs here.” 


Again the wand'rers want a place to lie: 
The ſoil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor richly great: 
It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 
Content, and (not for praiſe, but virtue) kind 
Then bleſs the manſion, and the niaſter greet; 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 
The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies z 
Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 

To him who gives us all, I yield a part; 


From | 


Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky ; 


— 


„ 
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From him you come, from him accept it here, 
A ﬀrank and ſober, a ry | 
Then talk's of views "ill the time of bed: 


Warn d by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray r. 


Before the pilgrim's part, the younger crept, 


Near the clos'd cradle where an infant ſlept, 


And writh'd his neck; the landlord's little pride, 
O ſtrange return! gow back, then gaſp'd, and dy d. 
' Horror of horrors! what ! his only ſon? 


How look'd our Hermit when the fact was done ? 


Not hell, cho' hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 


Confus'd and ſtruck with ſilence at the deed, 


He flies, but trembling fails to fly with ſpeed. 


Perplex d with roads, a ſervant ſhew'd the way; 


A rwer croſs d the path; the paſſage o'er 
Was nice to find, the ſervant went before; 


Long arms of oak an open bridge ſupply d, 


And deep the waves beneath them bending glide : 


The youth who ſeem'd to watch a lime for fin, 


Approach'd the careleſs guide, and chr iſt him in: 


Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head. 


C2 Wild 
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Wild ſparkling rage inflamesthe Hermit's eye 
He burſts the bands of fear, and wildly cries, 
Neteſted wretch ! but ſcarce his ſpeech began. 
When the ſlrange partner ſeem'd no longer man; 
His robes turn d white, and flow'd about his feet : 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 
Celeſtial odours breathe through purpled air: 

And wings, whoſe colours glitter'd like the day, 
The form etherial burfls upon his fight, 
And moves inall the majeſly of light. 
© Tho” loud at firſt the pilgrims paſſion grew, 
Sudden he gaz d, and whift not what to do: 
Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
And in a calm his ſettled temper ends. | 
(The voice of mulic raviſh'd as he ſpoke). 

Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, 
In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne; 
Theſe charms ſuccefs in our bright region find, 
And force an Angel down to calm thy mind; 
For this commiſſion d, I forſook the ſky ; | 
Nay, ceaſe to knell—Thy fellow ſervant, I. 
And let the ſeruples be no longer thine. 

The Maker juſlly claims that world he made; 
In this the right of Providence is laid; 
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| Is facred Majeſly through all depends 

1 Ta tha withdrawn in le from human ee 

The pow'r exerts its attributes on high ; 

| Your aclions uſes, nor controuls your will, 
And bids the doubting ſons of men be flill. 

Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wond'ring eyes? 

| * Yet taught by theſe, confeſs th* Almighty juſt, 
} And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt. 
The great vain man, who far'd on coltly food, 
Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good: 
Who made his iv'ry ſlands with goblets ſhine, 
And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine: 
| And flill he welcomes, but with les of coſt. 


* Ne'er mov'd in pity to the wandering poor; 
With him I left the cup to teach his mind 
That heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
' Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon his head; 
In che kind warmth the metal learns to glow. | i 
And looſe from drofs the ſilver runs below. 
But now the child half-wean's his ſoul from God:; 
A . (Chuid 


„ = 
(Child of his age) for kim be bed is 
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Aud aeckedhnk 15 the wen i 
| To what exceſſes had his dotage run! 
But God, to fave the father, took the for 
To all but thee, in fits he feem'd to go, 
(Ana ta my miniſtry to deal the blow. 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the duſl. 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 
| But now had all his fortunes felt a wrack, 
Had the falſe ſervant ſped in fafety back ? 
The very night (by ſecret plos contriv'd) 
Of life and wealth his maſter he'd depriv'd 
Had he in this conſpiracy prevail'd, | 
r e 9 
| Thus heav'n inflrufls thy mind : this trial of „ 
Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more. 
On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The ſage ſtood wond' ring as the ſeraph flew. - 

Thus look'd Eliſha, when to mount on high, 


H's maſter took the chariot of the ſky : : þ 
The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. | 


The bending Hermit here a pray'r begun®; 

* Lord ! as in heav'n, on earth thy will be done, 
Then gladly turning, ſought his ancient place, 
6 


» Tee the Plate, | 
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PEASANT'S LAMENTATION, 


ON THE 
EXPORTATION of CORN. 


1 


Me! lev dM ww ene opted ths, 


No lawleſs paſſion ſwell'd my even breaſt ; 


Far from the ſtormy waves of civil ſtrife, 


Sound were my ſlumbers, and my heart at reſt 


- = 

I ne'er for gaiky painful pleaſures rov'd 3 | 
But tanght by nature. and by choie 0 wed, 

From all the hamlet cull'd whom beſt I lov'd, 


| With ber 1 laid my beat, with her my bed. 


un. 


To gild her worth I afk d no wealthy power, 


My toil could feed her, and my arm defend ; 


In youth or age, in pain or pleaſures hour, 
The fame found huſband, father brother, friend. 


IV. 
And ſhe, the fairhful partner of my care, 


When ruddy evening ftreak'd the weſtern ſky, 


Look'd towards the uplands, if her mate was there, 


Or thro' the beech-wood caſt an anxious eye. 


The 


1 
| 3 
The careful matron heap'd the maple board 
Wubh favory herbs, and pick'd the nicer part, 
Ere {imple nature was debauch's by art. 


While I, contented with my homely cheer, 
| And oft with pleas'd attention fat to hea, Nö 
The liule hiſtory of their idle day. 
VII. 
But ah ! how chang d the ſcene ! on the cold flones, 
Where wont at night to blaze the cheerful fire, 
Pale Famine fits, and counts her naked bones. 
Still fighs for food ; flill pines with vain defire, 
r 
My faithful wife, with ever ſtreaming eyes, 
Haag on my boſom her dejefied head ! 
My helpleſs infants raiſe their feeble cries. 


Dear 


2 — — — — A_— 
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+ Hlacency by parents in general, whether rich or poor. 
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Dear tender pledges of my honeſt love, 
On that bare bed behold your bruther lie: 
Three tedious days with pinching want he ficove, 
The fourth I ſaw the helpleſs cherub die. 


X. 
Nor long ſhall ye remain, with viſage ſour, 

Our tyrant lord commands us from our home; 
And arm'd with cruel laws coercive power 
Bids me and mine o'er barren mountains roam. 


Xl. 
Vet never, have I paſs'd a fingle day 
In riots orgies or in idle eaſe ; 
Ne'er have I facrific'd to ſport and play, 
Or wiſh'd a pamper'd appetite to pleaſe. 
, XII. - 
Hard was my fare, and ẽbnͤant Was my toil 3 
Still with the morning's orient light I roſe, 
Fell'd the ſtout oak, or rais'd the lofiy pile, 
Parch'd in the ſun ; in dark December froze. 


XIII. 


Von verdant plain where daily ſweats my brow, 


A thouſand flocks, a thouſand herds adorn ; 
Yon field, where late I drove the painful plough, 
Feels all her acres crown'd with wavy corn. 


But 


TJ - 
But what avails that o'er the furrow'd foil 
In Autumn's heat the yellow harveſts riſe, 
If artificial want elude my toil, 
Untaſted plenty wound my craving eyes 
XV. 
What profits, s, if at diſtance I behold 3 
My wealthy neighbour's fragrant ſmoke aſcend, 


In every port the veſſels ride ſecure, = 

That waft our harveſt to a foreiga ſhore 3 
While we the pangs of preſſing want endure, 
The ſons of ſirangers riot on our ſlore f. 
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2 The poet here refers to the evils of monopolizing 


AN 


AD DRESS 10 MEDITATION, 


Written on the Sea Shore by Moonlight; | 
By Mrs. CARTER. | 1 
How ſweet the calm of this ſequeſter'd ſhore, 
Where ebbing waters muſically roll ; 
n. 
The fghing gale, whoſe murmur lull to ret 
„ 


To ſympathetic quiet ſooths the breaſt, 
And ev'ry wild emotion dies away. 


Tour taſk be ended with the ſetting fun: 
Let all be indiſturd'd vacation here, 
While o'er you wave alends the peaceful mann, 
IV. | 
What beauteous viſions o'er the fofien'd hean, 
_ ©» Go Ul moment off their chars Glebe, 


. : 
Come 


tx J 
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Beyond the flars tranſport my liſtening ſoul. 


Oft (when on earth detain'd/by empty ſhew) 
Thy voice has taught the trifler how to ciſe ; 


And ſeek her better portion in the ſkies*. 


Taught her to look with ſeorn on things below, 


* Well do the ſacred feriperncs admoniſh.us to ſt our 
effeftions on things above, not on things in the earth ; 


| for as an eminent poet very juſlly obſerves, 
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THE 


PLEASURES of RETIREMENT. 


An ODE. 
Welcome ye fhades 1 ye — thickets hail. 


Tuousox. 


Shook from the e vening's fragrant wings, | 


And round the lifning valley rings 


The languid voice of love; 
Laid on a daiſy ſprinkled green, 
Beſide a plaintive flream, 


A meek ey'd youth of ſerious mien 


| Indulg'd this folemn theme. 


E Ve cliffs in favage grandeur pil d 


High o'er the darkening dale! 


© Ye groves! along whole windings wild 


© Soft ſteals the murmuring gale! 
© Where oft lone melancholy ſtrays. 

© By wilder'd fancy led. 
© What time the wan moon's yellow rays 
Stream thro? the checquer'd ſhade : 


© To you, ye waſtes, whoſe artlefs charms, 
6 Ne'er drew ambition's eye, 

© Scap'd the tumultuous world's alarms, 
Jo your retreats I fly, | 


( 3 ] 
© Deep in your moſt {equeſler'd bower 
Let me at hall recline, 
© Leans on her ivy'd ſhcine*, 


© How ſhall I woo the matchlefs fair, 
Thy envy'd ſmile how win; 
Thy ſmile, that ſmooths the brow of care, 
And flills each florm within! 
Oh! wilt thou to thy favourite grove, 
Thy ardent votary bring, 
_ © Serene on filent wing! 


And zephyr from the waſte of flowers 
© Wafts ſweet perfume along; 5 

© Let no rude found invade from far, 

| © No vagrant foot be nigh, 

© No ray from grandeur's gilded car ” 
© Flaſh on thy ftantl'd eye. 


aa 
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Jo a mind intent upon its own improvement, ſoli- 
Found in the gay circles of a ball room, or the rows of a 
theatre, Fw Du. Jounson, 


" , 
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6 For me no more the path invites, 
| ' © Ambien loves w umd; 7 
| © No more [ climb life's s panti heigl 
| | © By guileful hope miſled : 
+ Leaps wy fond fluttering heart no more 
_ © To joy's enlivening lays 3 a 
© Soon are che glutering moments o'er 3 
* 6 Soon each gay form decays. 


HOPE. 
By Dr. YOUNG. 


He of all paſſions, e 8 
Paſſions of prouder name befriend us leſs, 

5 F, 0 — a 
Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys 3 

| "Tis all our preſent fiate can fafcly bear, 

Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind ! 

A joy attempers? a dete delight | 

Tis man 


„ $ full cup, his paradiſe below 1! 


ELOISA To ABELARD, 


IE EEEERqESESSSD 
By ALEXANDER POPE, E,. 


— — << = === — 
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try. They were two of the moit dd nguiſhed perſons of 


conſecrated the remaindec of their days io religion. It was 

many years after tins {-paration, that a letter 05 ABELARD'S 
to a friend, winch © Manes the titory of tis misfortune, 
fell into the hands of Erorsa, This awalening all her 
tenderneſs. occaſioned thoir ceirbrated letters (out of which 
the following is partly extradtc) which gives fo lively a 
p clure of the ſtruggles of grace and nature, virtue and paſs 


non. 


T theſe deep ſolitudes and awful cells, 
+ Where heav'uly penſive contemplation dwells, 
And ever-muling melancholy reigns; | | 
What means this tumult in a veſtal's veins ; | 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this lall retreat ? 
Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat 7 
Yet, yet l love !—from Abelard it came, 
And Eloiſa yet mult kiſs the name. 

Dear fatal name! reſt ever unreveal'd, 
Nor paſs theſe lips in holy ſilence ſeal d: 
Hide it, my heart, within that cloſe diſguiſe, 
Where mix d wich God's his lov d idea lies: 
O write it not, my hand the name appears 
Already written vaſh it out, my tears 


 Arrtand and ETLO IS flouriſhed in dis twelfih cen- 


their age in learning and bei, but fur noting more fas | 
mous than for their wctortunate paſuon. After a iong courſe 
of ealamities, they reiired each to a feveral convent, and | 


9 
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No warm in love, now with'ring in my bloom, 


TT 
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Her heart {till dictates, and her hand obeys. 


| Relentleſs walls! whoſe darkſome round contains | 
Repentant Gghs, and voluntary pains : 
Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn; 
Ye grots and caverns ſhagg'd with horrid thorn ! 


4 Shrines ! where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins keep, 


And pitying faiats, whoſe ſtatues learn to weep ! 
Tho? cold like you, d and filent grown, 
I have not yet forgot myſelf to ſlone. 
All is not Heav'n's while Abelard has part, 
Sull rebel nature holds out half my heart ; 
Nor pray'rs nor fals is ſiubborn pulſe reflcain, 
Nor tears for ages ought to flow in vain. | 
Soon as thy letters trembling I uncloſe, 


That well-known name awakens all my woes. 
Oh name for ever fad ! for ever dear! Ms 
Still breath'd with fighs, Rill uſher'd with a tear. 
I uemble too, hene er my own I find, 


Line after line by guſhing eyes o'erflow, 
Led through a fad variety of woe; 


Loſt in a convent's ſolitary gloom ! 


There ſtern religion quench'd th'unwilling flame, 


There died the beſt of paſhons, love and fame. 
Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
ns 
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Nor foes nor fortune take this pow'r away 3 
And is my Abelard leſs kind than they ? 
Tears ſlill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 
Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in pray r: 
No happier taſk theſe faded eyes purſue ; 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 
Then ſhare thy pain, allow that fad relief; 
Ah, more than ſhare it, give me all thy grief. 
Heav'n firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid ; 
They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what love inſpires, 
Warm from the ſoul, and faithful to its fires ; 
Excuſe the bluſh, and pour out all the heart ; 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from ſoul to ſoul, 
And waft a ſigh from Indus to the pole. 

Thou know'lt how guililebs firſt I met thy flame, 
When love approach'd me under friend ſhip's name 3 
My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 
Some emanation of th'ali bounteous mind. 
Thoſe ſailing eyes attemp'ring ev'ry ray, 
Shone ſweetly lambent with celeſtial day. 
Guiltleſs I gaz'd  Heav'n liſten'd while you ſung 3 
And truths divine came mended from that tongue“. 


From 


* Ie was her preceptor in philoſophy and acoinitye 
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From lips like thoſe what precepts fail to more Þ 
Too ſoon they taught me *twas no fin to love: 
Back thro” the paths of pleaſing ſenſe I ran, 


Nor wiſh'd an angel whom I lov'd a man. 


Dia and wane the joys of foime I for; 


Nor envy them that Heav'n I look: for thee. 


How oft, when prefs'd to marriage, have I ſaid, 
Curſe on all laws but thoſe which love has made ; 
Love, free as air, at fight of human ties, 
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies, 
Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 


Auguſt her deed, and facred be her fame; 
Be fore true paſſion all thoſe views remove; 


Fame, wealth, and honour! wat are you to love 
The jealous god, when we prophane his fies, 
Thoſe reſtleſs pathons in revenge inſpires, 

And bids them make m3 — 

Who ſeek in love for aught but love alone. 

Should at my feet the world's great maſter fall. 
Himſelf, his throne, his world, I'd ſcorn them all > 
Not Cæſar's empreſs would I deign to prove; 

No, make me miſtreſs to the man I love: 

If there be yet another name more free, 

More fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee ! 
Oh! happy ſtate ! when ſouls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature law : 


All then is full, poſſeſſing and poſſeſt, 


No craving void left aching in the breaſ; 
| | _ Eva 


t 1 


Ev'n thought meet chought ere from the lips i part, 


This fare is biG — there be}, 
And once the lot of Abelard and me. 

Alas, how chang'd ! what ſudden horrors riſe !— 
Where, where was Eloiſe ? her voice, her hand, 
Her poniard had oppos'd the dire command. 
Barbarian, flay ! that bloody ſtroke reftrain ; 

I can no more 3 by ſhame, by rage ſuppreſs'd, 

Canſt thou forget that fad, that folemn day, 
When victims at yon altar's foot we lay? — 
Canſt thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewel ? 
As wich cold lips I kifs'd the facred veil, 
Heav'n ſcarce behev'd the conqueſt it ſurvey d, 

Yet then, tothoſe dread altars as I drew, 
Not on the croſs my eyes were fix'd, but you: 
Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call; 

And if J loſe thy love, I loſe my all. 


Come ! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe 3 


Thoſe {till at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 
Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me lie, 
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| Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſt : 
Gave all thou canſt—and let me dream the reſt, 
Ah, no! inſt-u& me other joys to prize, 
Wich other beauties charm my partial eyes; 
Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, 
And make my ſoul quit Abelerd for God. 

Ah! think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy care, © 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray'r. 
From the falſe world in early youth they fled, 

By thee to mountains, wilds, and deſerts led. 
You rais'd theſe ballow'd walls ; the deſert finil'd®, 
And Paradiſe was open'd in the wild, 
No weepir g orphan ſaw his father's ſtores 

No filver faints, by dying miſers giv'n, 

Here brib'd the rage of ill requited Heav'n: 

But ſuch plain roofs as piety could raiſe, 
And only vocal with the Maker's praiſe. 
In theſe lone walls, (their day's eternal bound). 
Theſe moſs grown domes, with ſpery turrets crown'd, 
Where awful arches make a noon day night, 
And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light; 
Thy eyes diſſus d a reconciling ray, 
And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. 
But now no face divine contentment wears, 
"Tis all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. 
See how the force of others* pray rs I try, 
(O pious fraud of am'rous charity l 


r 


He mee” the monaſter y. 


T6313 
Deen feds l netic? pray ts deyend ? 


Come thou, my father, brother, huſband, friend! 


And all thoſe tender names in one, thy love ! 
The dark ſome pines that o'er yon rocks reclig'd - 
Wave high, and murmur to the bollow wind; 


No more theſe ſcenes my meditation aid, 
Or lull to reſi the viſionary maid. 
But o'er the twilight groves and duſky caves, | 
Long-ſounding illes, and intermingled graves, 
Black melancholy fits, and round her thryws 
A death-like ſilence, and a dread repoſe; 
Her gloomy preſence faddens all the ſcene, = 
Shades ev'ry fow'r, and darkens ev'ry green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 
And breathes a browner horror on the woods, 

Yet here for ever, ever muſt I flayz 
Sad proof how well a lover can obey ! 


Death, only death, can break the lafting chaip 3 
And here, ev'n then, ſhall my cold duſt remain, 


Ah, wretch! believ'd the ſpouſe of God in vain, 


| Confefs'd within the flave of love and man, 


* 
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Aſhiſt me, Ileav u! but whence aroſe that pray t 
ee e 
„ dro 
I ought io grieve, but cannot what I ought 3 
I muurn the lover, not lament the fault; | 
I vw eyeing, 1 e 
Now turn'd to Heav'n, I wiep wy welt alfeice, 
Now think of thee and curſe my innocence. 
Ofall affliction taught a lover y et, 
Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcienceto forget ! 
+ How ſhall Lloſethe fin, yet keep the ſenſe, 

And love th'offender, yet deteft th'offence ? 
Unequal taſk ! a paſſion to refign, 
How often muſt it love, how often hate ? 
Conceal, diſdain—do all things but forget ? 
But let Heav'n ſeize it, all at once tis fir d; 
| Not touch'd, but rapt ; not waken'd, but iuſpir' dl 
Oh come ! oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 
Renounce my love, my life, my ſelf—and you, 
Fill my forid heart with God alone, for he 
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How happy is the blameleſs veſtal's lot ? 
The world forgotten, by the world forgot: 
Eternal ſunſhine of the fpotleſs mind ! 

Each pray r accepted, and each wiſh refign'd : 
Obedient flumbers that can wake aud weep 3 
Defires compos'd, affefiions ever ev'n; 


Tears that delight, and fighs that waft to Heav 'n. 


And whiſp'ring angels prompt ber golden dream. 
For her th'unfading roſe of Eden blooms, 

And wings of ſeraphs ſhed divine perfumes ; 

| For her the ſpouſe prepares the bridal ring ; 

For her white virgins bymenzals ſing; 

To ſounds of heav'nly harps ſhe dies away, 

Far other dreams my erring foul employ : 
Far other raptures of unholy joy : 

When at the cloſe of each fad, ſorrowing day, 
Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch'd away, 
Then conſcience ſleeps, and leaving nature free, 
All my looſe foul nnbounded ſprings to thee. 
O curs'd, dear horrors of all-conſcious night ! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight ! 
Provoking dæmons all reſtraint remove, 
And ſtir within me ev'ry ſource of love. 

I hearthee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms. 
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I wake 
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Soft as the flumbers of a ſaint forgiv'n, | 
And mild as op'ning gleams of promis d Heav'n. 


[ 4 1 
I wake :—no more I hear, no more I view, 
The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 
I call aloud ; it hears not what I fay : 
I fireich my empty arms 3 it glides away. 


Jo dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes! 


Ye ſoft illufions, dear deceits, ariſe ! 
Alas, no more ! methinks we wand'ring go 


Where round ſome mould'ring tow'r pale ivy creeps, 


And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps. 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ſkies; 
I ſhriek, flart up, the fame fad profpeR lind, 


And wakes t o all the griefs I left behind. 


For thee the Fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 


Thuy life a long dead calm of fix'd repoſe; 


No pulſe that riots, and no blood that glows, 
Still as the ſea, ere winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving ſpirit bade the waters flow ; 


Come, Abelard ! for what haſt thou to dread? 


The torch of Venus burns not for the dead 


Nature ſtands check d; religion diſappears : 
Ev'n thou art cold—yer Eloils love. 
Vol. I. 3. E 
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Ah bopeief, laſting flames! like thoſe that burn 
To light the dead, and warm th unftuitful urn. 
What ſcenes appear where'er I turn my view? 
The Gear ideas, where I fly, purſue, 

Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, 
Stain all my ſoul, and wanton in my eyes. 

I waſte the matin lamp in fighs for thee, 
Thy voice I feem in ev'ry hymn to hear, 
With ev'ry bead I drop too ſoft a tear. 
One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 
Prieſts, tapers, temples, ſwim before my fight : 
In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, 

| Kind, viriuous drops jult gath'ring in my eye, 
Wbile praying, trembling, in the duſt I roll, 

And dawning grace is op'ning on my ſoul : 
Come, if thou dar'ft, all charming as thou art! 
Oppoſe thyſelf to Heav'n ; diſpute my heart; 
Come, with one glance of thy deluding eyes. 
Blot out each bright idea of the ſkies ; L 
Take back that gtace, thoſe ſorrows and thoſe tears; 2 
Take back my fruitleſs penhence and pray s; 
Snatch me, jull mounting; from the bleſs d abode ; 
All the fiends, and tear me from my God ! 


| L 5 j 

No, W fly me, far as pole from pole 3 
Riſe Alps between us! and whole oceans roll! 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for thee, 
Thy oaths I quit, thy memory re ſign; 
Forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine. 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks, (which yet I view 1) 
Long lov'd, ador d ideas, all adieu! 
O grace ſerene ! oh virtue heav'oly fair ! 
Freſh-blooming hope, gay daughter of the {ky ! 
And faith, our early immortality ! 
Enter, each mild, each amicable gueſt ; 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal reſt ! 
See in her cell ad Eloiſa ſpread, 

Propt on ſome tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 

In each low wind methinks a ſpirit calls, 
And more than echoes talk along the walls, 
Here, as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 
From yonder ſhrine I heard a hollow found. 
© Come, ſiſter, come ! (it ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay), 
Thy place is here, fad ſiſter, come away ! 
© Once, like thy ſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray d, 
© Love's victim then, tho? now a fainted maid : 
© Butall is calm in this eternal fleep; 
Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep 3 
© Ev'n ſuperſtition loſes ev'ry fear; 
* For God, not man; abſolves our frailties here.” 


=_ - I come, 
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n I come ! prepare your roſeate bowers, 
Celeſtial palms, and ever blooming flow'rs. 
Thicher, where finners may have reſi, I go, 
Where flames refin'd in breaſts ſeraphic glow : 
Thou, Abelard ! the fad office pay, 
And ſmooth my paſſage to th: realms of day; 
See my lips tremble, and my eve-balls roll, 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 
Teach me at once, and learn of me to die, 
Ah then, thy once-lov'd Eloiſa ſee! 
It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 
See the laſt ſparkle languiſh in my eye ! 
Till ev'ry motion, pulſe, and breath be oer; 


And ev'n my Abelard be lov'd no more. 5 


O death all eloquent! you only prove 
W bat duſt we doat on, when tis man we love. 
(That cauſe of all my guilt, and all my joy), 
In trance ecſtatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 


Bright clouds deſcend, and angels watch thee round ; 


May 
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And grant my love immortal on thy fame! 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more ; 
If ever chance two wand'ring lovers brings 


| To Paraclete's white walls and ſilver ſprings, 


O'er the pale marble ſhall they join their heads, 


And drink the falling tears each other ſheds; 
Then fadly ſay, with mutual pity -mov'd, 


© Oh may we never love as theſe have lov'd !” 
From the full choir when loud hoſannas riſe, . 


Amid that ſcene, if ſome relentleſs eye 


Glance on the ſtone where our cold relics lie, 
Devotion's ſelf ſhall ſteal a thought from Heav'n, 


And ſure, if fate ſome fiture bard {hall join, 


In fad fimilitude of griefs to mine, 

Condemn'd whole years in abſence to deplore, 
And image charms he muſt behold no more; 
Such if there be, who love ſo long, ſo well, 


Let him our fad, our tendet ſtoty tell; 


He beſt can paint em who ſhall feel em moſt. 


| + > 
CAPTIVEL 
On, THE 
BIRD'S NEST. 


— 
Tim the four drags of the dawn, = 

That ſparkle beneath the green ſhade, 

And embalm the ſoft air of the morn ; 


I fpy'd on a hillock of mol, 
Who, eſtrang'd from all tender remorſe, 
Had ſcia d on a chaffinch's neſt. 


| Scarce fledg'd were the young tender things, 
And chirp'd (for they felt the cold air} 

| And mourn'd for the mother's ſoft wings, 

The mother's fond provident care, 


Deſcription would die on my tongue, 

| If I firove to relate the fad tale: 

Tis too much to repeat in my ſong ; 
Een numbers pathetic would fail, 


To 
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To ſce the ſond mother behind, 
 Depriv'd of her infant young race 3 


1 hop'd to her moan he'd be kind, 


And firaight the poor captives replace. 


| Beſpeaking his tender regard: 


 Unmindful he fat on the ground, 


Unmov'd the petitioner heard. 


Then, riſing, he chid her away. 


As homeward the neſllings he bore : 
But ſhe, ah! unable to ſtay, 


Cloſe follow'd him home to his door. 


Now in a ſmall cage they're conlin'd, 


To feed and to tend on her young. 


Ye mothers of feeling bed, 


Could you ſuffer them torn te 
And carry'd you could not tell where ? 


* 
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Could you hear the poor innocent cry, 
And ſee them botne off from your fight ; 
And would you not follow, nay fly, 


To have the ſweet babes of your heart 


Tis unnatural e er to ſuppoſe, - 
That mothers ſo baſely were taught, 
To abandon their babes to ſuch woes 3 


© fay then, fond mothers ! I pray, 


Is not this too acute io, be bonne 


O fay then—{for you dn ef el, 
Say mother of geptleſt tongus 
Ota bind that's henæſi t in young } - 
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| And take the advice that I give 
| (Prevention's as good as a cure) _ 
| Should your ſweet tender innocent live, 
9 9 Inſtruct them a moral as pure, 


| ADDRESS 2 ra DEITY, . 
By Dr. YOUNG, 


6 
Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun! 
Whoſe all prolific beam late call'd me forth 
| Fromdarknefs, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and in rank beneath = 
The duſt I tread on, high to bear my brow ; 
To drink the ſpirit of the golden day; 
And triumph in exiſtence; and couldſt know 
No motive, but my bliſs ; and haſt ordain'd 
A riſe in bleſſing! with the Patriarch's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown. 
. Itrcuſt in Thee, and know in whom I truſt; 
5 Orlife, or death, is equal; neither weighs! 
All weight in this let me live to Thee! 
WRITTEN 


WRITTEN 1x a THUNDER STORM, 


At Midnight, By Mrs. CARTER. 


Er coward Guilt. with pallid fear, 
—- To ſhelt'ring caverns fly, 
That thunders through the ſky. 


| Protefted by that hand, whoſe law 
The threat'ning florms obey, 
As in the blaze of day. 


In the thick cloud's tremendoys gloom, 


Thro? Nature's ever-varying ſcene, 
The one eternal way to Heaven 


With like benefice nt effet 

Oer glowing ether glows, 
As when it tunes the linnet's voice, 
Or bluſhes in the roſe, 


— 
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By reaſon taught to ſcorn thoſe fears 
My dear Narciſſa's reſt. 


Thy life may all the tend'reſt care 


Of Providence defend ; 


And delegated angels round, 


When thro? creation's vaſt expenſe 
The laſt dread thanders roll, 


Unmov'd may'ſt thou the final florm 


That uſhers inthe glad ſerene 


TY” 
TRIUMPHS OF OWEN, 
By Mr. GRAY. 


1 
Big with hoſts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againſt him came: 
This the force of Eirin hiding; 
Side by fide as proudly riding. 
Lochlin plows the wat'ry way; 


Catch the winds, and join the war 2 


E 
Dauntleſs on his native ſands 
The dragon-ſon of Mona flands 3 
La glitt ring arms and glory dre, 
322. : 


There the preſs, N EY 


Talymalfra's rocky ſhore 
Echoing to the battle's roar. 


Thouſand banners round him burn; 


Where he points his purple ſpear. 
Haſty, hafly Rout is there 3 
L 

There Confuſton, Terror s child: 
Conflit fierce, and Ruin wild; 
Agony that pants for breath ; 
Deſpair, and honourable Death. 
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TO HER GRACE 
ELIE A4BERISY. 


DUCHESS AND COUNTESS OF 


NORTHUMBERLAND 


IN HER own RIGHT 


BARONESS PERCY, Sc. Sc. Sc. 


OWN in a nenkers vole wild flowrets grew, 
And lent new ſweetneſs to the ſummer gale ; 


| The Muſe there found them all remote from view. 
 Obſcur'd with weeds, and ſcattered o'er the da'e. 


O Lady, may fo ſlight a gift prevail, 
And at your gracious hand acceptance find ? 


Say, may an ancient legendary tale 
Amuſe, delight, or move the poliln d mind? 


- 


Surely the cares and woes of human kind, 


Tho' ſimply told, will gain each gentle ear: 
But all for you the Muſe her lay deſign'd, 


And bade your noble Anceſtors appear : 


She ſceks no other praiſe, if you comment 
Her great proteQrels, pationeſe, and friend. 


Vol. I. 4. A ADVER- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
TARKWORTH CASTLE in Northumberland, 


ſtands very boldly on a neck of land near the ſea- 
ſhore, almoſt ſurrounded by the river Coquer, (called by 
our old Latin Hiſtorians, Cogve va) which runs with a 
n with rains becomes 
| About a ile from the Colle in dtp romantic valley, 


dre the remains of a Hz nmiTace, of which the Chapel 


is Hill intire. This is holiowed with great elegance in a cliff 
near the river ; as are alſo two adjoining apartments, whieh 
probably ſerved forthe Sacriſty and Veſtry, or where appro- 
priated to ſome other facred uſes; for the former of theſe, 
which runs parallel with the Chapel, appears to have had 


an Altar in it, at which Maſs was occaſionally celebrated 


as well as in the Chapel uſelf, 

Each of theſe apartments is extremely ſmall ; "RFI 
which was the principal Chapel does not in length exceed 
eighteen fect; nor is more than ſeven feet ard a half in 
breadth and height: it is however very beautifully deſigned 
and execwed in the folkd rock; and has all the decora- 
tions of a compleat Guthic Church or Cathedral in minia- 
ture. 


But what principally diſlinguiſhes the Chapel, is a fall 


Tomb or Monument, oñ the ſouth fide of the altar: on the 
top of which, lies a female figure extended in the manner 


that effigies are uſually exhibited praying on ancient tombs, 


This figure, which is very delicately deſigned, ſome have 


ignorantly 


— 


— — 


— 


x 


ixnorantly called an image of the Virgin Mary; though it 


has not the leaſt reſemblance to the manner in which ſhe is 
_ repreſented in the Romiſh Churches; who is uſually erett. 


as the obje of adoration, and never in a proſtrate or recum- 
bent poſture. Indeed the real image of the Bleſſed Virgin 
prubably ſtood in a ſmall nich, fill viſible behind the altar: 
whereas the figure of a Bull's Head, which is rudely car- 
ved at this Lady's feet, the uſual place for the creſt in old 
monuments, plainly proves her to have been a very different 
p erſonage. ” 

About the tomb are ſeveral other figures; which, as well 
as the principal one above-mentioned, are cut ĩn the natural 
rock, in the ſame manner as the little Chapel ĩtſelf, with all 
its ornaments, and the two adjoining apartments. Whaz 


fight traditions are ſcattered through the country concern - 


ing the origin and foundation of this Hermitage Tomb, &e. 
are delivered to the Reader in the fullowing rhimes, 
It is univerſally agreed, that the founder was one of the 


Bx 21 family, which had once conſiderable poſſeſſions 


in Northumberland, and where anciently Lords of Bothal 
Caſtie, fituate about ten miles from Warkworth. Ile has 
been thought to be the ſame BEAMIRAu, that endowed 


. BainxBurN Priory, and built BaznxsHatcen Chapel; 


which both fland in the ſame winding valley, higher up the | 


nver, 


But BnixxBURN Priory was founded in the reign of 


K. Henry I. * whereas the form of the Gothic windows in 
+ this Chapel, eſpecially of thoſe near the aliar, is found ra- 


2 1 ther 
* Tanner's Notuia Monaft, . 


—— — 


bv 


ther to reſemble the liyle of architefinre that prevailed about 
the reign of K. Edward III. And indeed that the ſculpture 


in this Chapel cannot be much older, appears from the creſt 


which is placed atthe Lady's feet on the tomb! for Camden® 
informs us, that armonial creſis did not become hereditary 
ull about the reign of K. Edward II. 


Theſe. appearances flill extant, firongly confirm the ac- 


count given in the following poem, and plainly prove that 
the Henne of WarkxwoRTH was not the fame perſon 
hat founded BIX R BURN Priory in the twelfth century, 


but rather one of the Bunrnas . who lived at a 


— 


_— — 


* See * — | 


*,* Fir was the word uſed by the old Minfirebs to fig- - 


nify a Part or Divi ſion of their Hiſtorical Songs, and was 


peculiarly appropriated to this kind of compoſitions. See 


Reliques of Ancient Eng. a II. p. 166 and 
307. 2d Ed. 
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THE 


HERMIT OF WARKWORTH, | 


% 


| NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD. 


By BIS HOF PERCY. 


FIT THE FIRST. 
ARK was the night, and wild the ſlorm, 
And loud the torrent's roar; | 
And loud the ſea was heard to daſh 
Muſing on man's weak hapleſs ſlate, 
When, lo ! he heard a female voice 
Lament in ſore diſmay. | 
With hoſpitable haſte he roſe, 
And wak'd his fleeping fire : 
Forth hied the reverend fire. 
A beauteous maid he ſound. 
| Bedewed the molly ground. 
A3 O weep 


[0.3 
O weep not, lady, weep not ſo: 
Nor let vain fears alarm; | 
My little cell ſhall ſhelter thee, 
And keep thee aſe from harm, 


It is not for myſelf ] weep, 
Nor for myſelf I fear; 
Woo lately left me here: 


And while ſome- ſheltering bower he ſought 


Within this lonely wood, 
Ah! fore I fear his wandering feet 


Have flipt in yonder flood. 


O! truſt in heaven, the Hermit faid, 
And to my cell repair; 
Doubt not but I ſhall find thy friend, 


He ſcales the cliff fo high ; 
| And calls aloud, and waves his light 
„ 


Among the thickets long he winds 
Wich careful fleps and flow : 

At length a voice return'd his call, 
Quick anfwcnng 2 


a 


O tell 


4 7 —— — n 
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But either I have loſt the place, 


And much I fear this fatal fiream 


(9 3 


O tell me, father, tell me true, 
If you have chanc'd to fee 
A gentle maid, I lately left 


Beneath fore neighbouring tree : 


Or ſhe hath gone aftray : 


Hath ſnatch'd her hence away. 


ES, 
Praiſe heaven, my fon, the Hermit faid ; 
The lady's fafe and well: 

And ſoon he join'd the wandering youth, 


They lov'd each other dear; 


The youth he preſs'd her to his heart; 


Ah! ſeldom had their boſt, I ween, 
| Beheld fo ſweet a pair: | 
She ſlender, ſoft, and fair. 


The youth was clad in foreſt green, 
With bugſe-born fo bright: 


Shbe in a filken robe and ſcarf 


' Snatch'd up in hafly flight, 


— 


Sit down, my children, ſays the Sage; 
Sweet reſt your limbs require : 
And mends his little fire, 


And ſpreading all upon the board, 
Invites with kindly words. 


Thanks, father, for thy bounteous fare; 
And talk'd their cares away. 


Now, fay, my children, (for perchance 
My council may avail) 
Within this lonely dale ? 


What town is here? What lands are theſe? 
And to what lord belong? | 


Alas! my fon, the Hermit ſaid, 
Why do I live to fay, 
Is baniſh'd quite away ? 


1 
Ten winters now have ſhed their ſnows 
On thy my lowly hall, 
Since valiant Horsrun (fo the North 


Againſi Fourth HAJ BOIIN AOR 


rr 
And floutly fighting loſt his life 
Near proud Salopia's towers. 


One ſon he left, a lovely boy, 
His country's hope and heir; 
Ard oh ! to fave him from his foes 

It was his grandſire s care. 


In Scotland fafe he plac'd the child 
Beyond the reach of ſtriſe, 

Nor long before the brave od Earl 

At Bramham loſt his life. 


And now the Pzxcy name, ſo long 
Lies hid, alas! beneath a cloud; 
Their honors reft and loſt. 


No chiefiain of that noble houſe 
Nos leads our youth to arms; 
The hookering Scam dulpail our Gels, 

And ravage all our farms. | 


0} 
Their halls and caſlles, once ſo far, 
No moulder in decay: 
Proud firangers now uſurp their lands, | 
And bear their wealth away. 


Runs winding down the lea, 
Far Wa RR won rn lifts her * towers 
And overlooks the ſea. 


Thoſe wwen, alas! now ſtand forlorn, 
Wich noiſome weeds o erſpread, 
Where feaſted lords and courtly dames, 
The Pzacy lives unknown: 


On ftranger's bounty he depends, 
Ard may not claim his own. 


O might I with theſe aged eyes 
But live to ſee him here, 
Then ſhould my ſdul depart in bliſs ! 


And is the Px R flill fo lov'd 
Oral his friends and thee ? 
For I thy gueſt am He, 


[n] 
| Silent he gaz d, then turn'd aſide 
1 To wipe the tears he ſhep 
And lifting up his hands and eyes, 
! Pour d bleſſings on his head: 
4 Thy country's bope and care: | 
Ba whomay this young Lady be, 
: That is ſo wonderous fair ? 
| Kon, fide, biſtew 6s wy call; 
And thou ſhalt know the truth: 
1 My wvexpericne' your. 
1 Jo Scotland I's ve been nobly bred 
Beneach the Regent's hand , 
In feats of arms, and every lore 
4} To it me fr exramant 
; With fond impatience long I burn'd 
1 My native land to ſee; 
N length I won my guardian friend, 
F 1 To yield that boon to me. "IP 


| ® Robert Stuart, Duke of Alanby. See the conti- | 
| nuator of Fordun's 2 — * 18, rape * 
2, Sc. 


; 


[ 2 ] 
Then up and down in hunter's garb 
I wandered as in chace, 
Till in the noble Nevritie's houſe * 
| I gain'd a hunter's place. 
Sometime with him I liv'd unknown, 
Till I'd the hap fo rare, 
To pleaſe this young and gentle dame, 
That bar on's dauy hier fair, : 
Now, Px Rc, ſaid the bluſhing maid, 
I be truth I muſt reveal; 


Souls great and generous, like to thine, 
| Their noble deeds conceal, 


It happened on a ſummer's day, 


Led by the fragrant breeze, 
I wandered forth to take the air, 


Among the green- wood trees. 


Sudden a band of rugged Scots; 
That near in ambuſh lay, 

Moſs troopers from the border-fide, 

I bere ſeiz d me for their prey. 


My 


4 
2 


* Ralph Neville, firſt Zart of Weſtmoreland, who 
chiefly refided at his two Caſtles of Brancepeth; and Nady, 
both in the 89 „Durham. 


O happy day ! the youth replied : 
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My Geeks ha all ben Pen in vain 


Brought this brave youth within my call, 


atone b 


He ſprung like lightning on my foes, 


And caus'd them foon to land. 


The Scots were overthrown ; 


Thus freed me, captive, from their bands 
To make me more his own. 


Bleſt were the wounds I bare! 


From that fond hour be deign'd to ſmile, | 


And liſten to my prayer. 


And when ſhe knew my name and birth, 
She vowed to be my bride ; 
But oh! we fear'd, (alas, the while !} 


Her princely mother's pride: 


Siſter of haughty Bot1xesrokeE * 


Our houſe's ancient ſoe. 


To me I thought a baniſh'd wight 


Could ne er ſuch favour ſhow. 


Dieſpairing 
» 1 of — mother of the Lady, 


was daughter of John of Gaunt, and half fifter of k; 1 
Herxy VI. 


. 
Deſpairing then to gain conſent ; 
To Scotland bound are we. 
We umd adown the right-hand pach, 
And gain'd this lonely wood: 
Then lighting from our weary fleeds 
And reach'd this friendly bower. 
Now reſt ye both, the Hermit faid ; 
Nor, Lady, ſcorn my humble bed: 
We'll paſs the night below “. 
FIT THE SECOND. 
| Dad EL ſmil'd the bluſhing morn, 
And every florm was iled : 
But lovelier far, with ſweeter ſmile, 
Fair E:zaxos left her bed. 
"'* Adjoining to the cliff, which contains the Chapel of 


the Hermitage, are the remains of a ſmall building, in 
which. the Hermit dwelt, This confifted of one lower 


apartment, with a little bed-chamber over it, and is now 
in ruins; whereas the Chapel, cut in the ſolid rock, is 
ſtill very intire and perfect, , 


# 
” 
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| Hel wanh'd the kvelang night. | | 
What ſweet ſurprize o a to tank 

Her cheek what bluſhes dyed, 

To yield to be his bride? 


| Within this lonely hermitage 


There is a chapel meet : 


And make my blifs compieat. 


O Hznxxy, when thou deign'!t to fue, : 
Can I thy fur wickllaad ? 


Gs Luk ey toad? 


For thee I left a father's ſmiles, 


And mother's tender care ; 


And whether weal or woe betide, 


e 


deck aid Gn throw, 
To ſhare with me a baniſh'd * 


My peril, Pein, or woe? 
B 2 


3 
Now heaven, I truſt, hath joys in flore 
To crown thy conſtant breaſt ; 
For, know, fond hope affures my heart 
That we ſhall ſaon be bleſt, 


Nat far from hence ſlands Coguer Iſle 
Surrounded by the fea ; 

There dwells a holy friar, well known 

I Toall thy friends and thee * ; 


'Tis father Bernard, fo rever'd 
For every worthy deed ; 

To Razr caltle he ſhall go, 

And for us kindly plead. 

To fetch this good and holy man, 
3 

And ſoon, I truſt, his pros hands | 

Will join us both in one. | 


Thus they in ſweet and tender talk 
The lingering hours beguile: 
At length they ſee the hoary ſage 
Come from the neighbouring iſle. . 
T1 3, | With 


— 
— 


1 the little i tand of Coquet, near Warkworth, are 
till feen the ruins of @ Cell, n 
dictine monks of Tinemouth Abbey. 


Mean-whule 


Tak: 


+, = 
He greets the noble pair, 
And glad conſents to join their hands 
With many a fervent prayer. 


Then ſlraight to Razv's diſtant walls 


He kindly wends his way ; 

ile in love and dalliance ſweet 

They ſpend the livelong day. == 

And now, attended by their hoſt, 
The Hermitage they view'd, 


Deep-hewn within a craggy cliff, 
And over-hung with wood. 


And near a flight of ſhapely fieps, 


| And piercing thro? a flony arch, 


Raw wining up Ge BY. 


Tibia; > fn ca heck 


His little garden ſtands ; 
With fruitful trees in ſhady rows, 
Then, ſcoop'd within the folid rock, 

Three ſacred vaults he ſhows ; 

The chief a chapel, neatly arch'd, - 
B 3 


F #8 1 
— ͤ 
That ſhould a chapel grace; 
The lattice for confeſhon fram'd, 
And holy-water vaſe. 


Ohe cider dart 6 Bandara 
Invites to godly fear; 25 
And in a little ſcutcheon hung 


Up to the altar's ample breadth 
Two eaſy fleps aſcend ; 

And near a glimmering folemn light 
Two well-wrought windows lend. 


Beſide the altar roſe a tomb 
All in the living lone: 
On which a young and beauteous maid 
In goudly ſculpture ſhone. 
A kneeling angel fairly carv'd 
| Lean'd hovering o'er her breaſt : 
A weeping warrior at her feet; 
And near to theſe her creſt ®, . 


The 

* This is @ Bull's Head, the creft of the Widdrington 

 family- All the figures, &c. here deſcribed are flill viſi- 
46; uh femewhat effaced with length of time. 


„ 
Eager they aſk, what hapleſs dame 
Lies ſculptured here ſo fair? 


For ſorrow ſcarce could ſpeak; 
At length be wip's the wrckling tears 
That all bedew's his check; 


ww ite ha 5 
REESE | 
And very mournful is the tale, 

Which ye ſo fain would know. 
THE HERMIT's TALE. 
| Von a, thy grandfire had a friend 
In days of youthful fame; 
Yon diſtant hills were his domains ; 
Sir BERTRAM was his name. 
VWhere'er the noble Pz xcv fought 
His friend was at his ſidez 
5 Their early valour try d. 


Young BZA TAAM lov'd . 
| As fair as fair might be; 
The dew-drop on the lilly's cheek 

Was not fo fair as ſhe, 


Ta 


[ to ] 
al Winpixeron the maiden's name, 
Yon towers her dwelling place * ; 
Devoted to thy race. TS * 


Many a lord, and many a knight 
To this fair damſel came; 

But BATMAN was her only choice; 
For him ſhe felt a flame. 

Lord Pzncy pleaded for his friend, 
Her father ſoon confents ; | 
Det the bliſful bor; 

| That heart, the faid, is lightly priz'd, 
- Un was | 

MS 

In Alnwick's princely hall ; 

And there came lords, and there eame knights. 

— 

4 Wich 

* Widdrington Caſtle, is about five miles ſouth of 

Warkworth, 1 


+ api” 


or Gelfery De Perey, ſon. of Mainfred), affifted in the 


. 
With waſſel, micth, and revelry 
The caſtle rung around ; 
Lord Percy call'd for ſong and barps 
And pipes of martial found. 
The minſtrel of thy noble houſe, 
All clad in robes of blue, 


With ſilver creſcenis on their arms | 
Attend in order due. | 


nme 

C Mw eel Max RE Ger * 
© Firſt led his northern band *. 

© Brive Gal rn EB next to Normandy | 
© With vent'rous Rollo cams; 

d the Pracy name +. 

They ſung, how in the Conqueror's fleet 
© Lord WIII IAN ſhipp'd his powers, 
And gain'd a fair young Saxon bride 
© With all her lands and towers r. 1 

c 


F See Dogdale's Baronage, 5. 269, Sc. | 
+ In lower Normandy are three places of the name of 
Percy : whence the family took the ſurname of De Percy. 
t William De Percy, /f#fth in deſcent from Galfred, 


bravely fought and dy'd: 
1 
2 * 
e eee _ 208 | 
; s own brother 
6 — 
: — Brabant bred 


2.” | | 
Then journeying to the Holy Land, 


« How 


the Norman 

fſeffions in a6 apy 4 father, a * ya 

vers name er }, wok Harold. * oy 
been lain fighting along ne an mar | 
Wikkew from « | eee mn 17 
ried : for having — ee ws wi 
the conqueror att wa eh. 
Chroni 8 . See Harl. 2 
— He died ot 1 Jen 


* ＋ e of —_—_— 
De | | eder 2a S 
duke of | - 8 
Labern, ho 
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| | ” * | | j * | 4 


[ 33 ] 
Ho he the Pr RCV name reviv'd, 
And how his noble line 
6 Still foremaſt in their country's cauſe 
Wich godlike ardor ſhine” 
Applaud the maſter's ſong, 
And deeds of arms and war became 
The theme of every tongue. 
| When, lo! a damſel young and fair 


She BzxTRAn courteouſſy addrefs'd ; 
And kneeling on her knee; 
| Sirknight the lady of thy love 

Hach ſent this gift to thee, 
| The eaque was wrought of temper let, 
The creſt of burniſh'd gold. 


— — 5 


Sir knighe, thy lady ſends thee this, 
And yields to be thy bidde. 

When thou haſt prov'd this maiden gift 

Where ſharpeſt blows are try d. 


& 


Young Ba AAN took the ſhining helme 


And thrice he kiſs d the ſame : 
Truſt me, I'll prove this precious caſque 
Lord Px RC, and his barons bold 

Then fix upon a day 
To ſcour the marches, late oppreſt 


The knights aſſembled on the hills 
A thouſand horſe and more: 
The Pz xcr flandard bore. | 


Down the green Yopes of Tiviotdale 


As when a lion in his den 
Hath heard the hunter's cries, 
And ruſhes forth to meet his foes 3 
So did the DoucLas riſe, 


| Attendant on their chief's command 
A thouſand warriors wait ; 

And now the fatal hour drew on 
Of cruel keen debate, 


A choſen 


* £ m_y 5 * „ en | 


Vol. 


v8 _—_—" 


4 
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A choſen troop of Scottiſh youths 
Advance before the reſt ; 
Lord Px Re mark'dtheir gallant mien, 
And thus his friend addrefs'd : 


Now, BzzxTran prove thy lady's helme, 


Attack yon forward band ; 
Dead or alive I'll reſcue thee, 


Young BzxTr an bow'd with glad afſent, 


And ſpur d his eager fleed, 


And calling ou his lady's name, 


Ruſh'd forth with whirlwind ſpeed. 
As when a grove of ſapling oaks 
The livid lightning rends ; 
So hiercely mid the oppoſing ranks 
Sir Bertram's ſword deſcends. 


This way and that way he drives the ſtecd, 


And keenly pierces thro” ; 


And many a tall and comely knight 


With furious force he flew ! 


Now cloſing faſt on every ſile 
They hem fir Bertram round ; 


But dauntleſs he repels their rage, 


And deals forth many a wound. 


Vol. L 4. 5 C 


The vigour of his ſingle arm 
1 Had well-nigh won the field; 
| "When ponderous fell a Scottiſh axe, 
8 n 


Another blow his temples 6 | 

And reft his helme in twain ; 1 

That beauteous helme, his lady's gift! 3 
Ilis blood bedewed the. plain. 1 


Lord Percy faw his champion fall 7 
Amid the unequal fight! | | 

And now, my noble friends, he faid, L 
Let's fave this gallant knight. 


Then i in, with ſtretch'd out ſhield 
He o'er the warrior hung; 


As ſome fierce eagle ſpreads her wing 
| To guard her callow young. 


Three umes they ſireve to ſei /e their prey, 
Three times they quick retire: 
What force could Rand his furious ficokes, 4 
Or meet his martial ſire? 


Now gathering round on every part 
The battle rag d amain; | 
And many a lady wept her locd 
That hour untimely ſlain. 


Pier 


er 


1 
Percy and DovcLas, great in arms, 
There all their courage ſhow'd ; 
And all the field was firew'd with dead, 
And all with crimſon flow'd. 
At length the glory of the day 
Farmer oe gat 


Lord PE RCV % knights thete bleeding friend 
To Wanx's fair caftle bore *, 


Well haſt thou earn'd my daughter's love, 
Her father kindly fad; * 
And ſhe herſelf ſhall dreſs thy wounds, 
And tend thee in thy bed, 
A meſſage went, no daughter came ; 
Fair IsABEL ne'er appears: 
4 Cheer * 


— 


* Wark caſtle, a fortreſs belonging to the Engliſh, 
and of great note in ancient times, ſtood on the ſouthern 
bank of the river Tw RED, a little to the eaſt of Tivior- 
DALE, and not far from Kelſo, It is now entirely 


fre. 


© 
Cheer up my ſon, thou ſhalt her ſee 
So ſoon as thou cant ride: 


And ſhe ſhall be thy bride. 

Sir Bertram, at her name reviv'd, 
He bleſs d the ſoothing ſound ; 
Fond hope ſupplied the nurſe's care, 

And heal'd his ghaſtly wound. 


FIT THE- THIRD. 


NE. early morn while dewy drops 


Hung trembling on the tree, 
A brother he had in prime oſ youth, 
Of courage firm and keen, 
And he would tend him on the way 
Becauſe his wounds were green, 


All day o'er moſs and moor they rode, 
By many a lonely tower ; 

And twas the den- fall of the night 
Ere they drew near her bower, 

Moſt drear and dark the caflle ſeem'd, 
That wont to ſhine ſo bright ; 

And long and loud Sir Bertram call'd 
Ere he beheld a light. 
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With voice ſo ſhrill and clear: 


What wight is this, that calls ſo loud, 


And knocks ſo buldly here ? 


| "Tis Bertram calls, thy lady's love, 


Come from his bed of care: 
All day I've ridden o'er moor and moſs 
To ſee thy lady fur. 


Now out alas! (ſhe loudly ſhriek d) 


Alas! how may this be? 1 
For fix long days are gone and paſt, 
Since ſhe ſet out to thee. 
Sad terror ſciz'd Sir Bertram's heart, 
And ready was he to fall; 


When now the drau- bridge waslet down, 


And gates were open'd all. 


Six day, young knight 5 
Since ſhe ſet out to thee; 
And for if ro fol tone had day's 


Long fince thou would'ſt her ſee. 


| For when the heard thy grievous chance 
Alas! I've flain the comelieſt knight, 


All thro my folly and pride! 
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And now to atone for my fad fault, 
And hisdeat health regain, 


I'll go myſelf, and nurſe my love, 


One morn at break of day; 
Sad terror ſmote Sir Bertram's heart. 
And grief o'erwhelm'd his mind : 
Truſt me, faidhe, I neter will reſt, 
Or ever the dawning of the day 
His brother and he depart. 


Now, brother, we'll our ways divide, 
O'er Stottiſh hills to range: 
Do thou go north, and I'll go weſl: 


Some Scottiſh c cle hath ſeiz d my love, 
And borne her to bis den; 


OS Ons 
* 


( 
* 
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O'er Scottiſh hills to range; 


And hide themſelves in queint diſguiſe, 


And ofi their dreſs they change. 


Sir Bertram clad in gown of grey, = 


Moſt like a palmer poor, = 
To halls and caſtles wanders round, 


Sometime's a minſtrel's garb he wears, 
Wich pipes fo ſweet and ſhrill ; 
And wends to every tower and town 3 


Ober every dale and hill. 
| One day as he fat under a horn 
Al funk indeepdeſpair, | 

An aged Pilgrim paG'd him by, 


Who mark'd his fuce of care. 


All minftrels yet that ever I law, 


Are full of game and glee : 


= But thou art fad, and woe-begone ! 


I marvel whence it be! 


Felon, 1 free and ial, 


His only child is flol'n away, 


t 1 


Cheer up, my fon: perchance, (he fad) 
. Nr 


For oſt when human have fail'd, 
' Then heav'nly comer near. 


Behind you hills fo bey and high, 

| Down in a lowly glen, 3 

There ſtands a caſtle fair and ſtrong, 
Far from ih abode of men. 

As late I chanc'd to crave am alms 

Methought I heard a lady's voice 
12 in the tower. 


And when Tak'd what harm had hap, 
They rudely drove me from the gate, 
And bade me wend away. | 
The tidings caught Sir Bertram's ear, 
+ He chank d him for his tale; 
And ſoon he haſted o'er the hills, 
And ſoon he reach'd the vale. 
Then drawing near thoſe lonely towers, 
Which ſtood in dale fo low, | 
His pipes he 'gan to blow, 


up 


+ & 
Sir Porter, is thy lord at home 
| To hear a minſtrel's ſong 7 
Or may I crave a lodging here, 
Without offence or wrong ? 
My lord, he faid, ts not at home 
To hear a minſtrel's ſong : | 
And ſhould I lend thee lodging here, 
My life would not be long. 


He play'd again fo foft a flrain, 
He won the churliſh Porter's ear, 
Minſtrel, he ſaid, thou play'ft ſo ſweet, 
Pair entrance thou ſhould'it win; 
To let no flranger in. 
Yet, Minſtrel, in yon riſing cliff 
Thoul't find a ſheltering cave ; 
| And there thy lodging be. 
And pipes both loud and clear: 
All night he watches round the walls, 
In hopes his love to hear, 
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The firſt as be lene watch'd, | 

He plainly beard his lady's voice 
Lamenting in the tower. 

And gilt the ſplangled dew ; 

He fav his lady through the grate, 

But 'twasa tranſient view. 

The third night wearied out he ſie pt 

| When ſlarting up, he ſeia d his ſword, 
And to the caltle by'd. 

When, lo! he faw a ladder of rope 

ATI REES en nity bs 

A poplar ſtrong and tall. 

And ſoon he ſaw his love deſcend 
Wrapt in a tartan plaid : 

 Aſſifled by a flurdy youth | 

In Highland y-clad. 

Amaz'd, confounded at the fight, 

Hie lay unſeen and flill; I, 

And ſoon he ſaw them croſs the fiream, F 


. 


rs] 

| Vabead, unknown of all within, 
The youthful couple fly, 

But what can ſcape the lover's ken? 
2 


. With ſilent ſteps he follows cloſe 

Behind the flying pair, 

Aud faw her hang upon his arm 

Thanks, gentle youth, ſhe often faid ; 
My thanks thou well haſt won: 


For me what wiles haſt thou contriv'd ? 


| For me what danger ran? 


And ever hall my grateful hart 
Sir Brave weak) no fer hw, 
Vile traitor, yield that lady up!— 
And quick his ſword he drew. 
The ſtranger turn'd in ſudden rage 
: nm 
And laid the ranger low. 


t 

Die, traitor, die !—A deadly thruſt 

Ah! then fair Iſabel knew his voice, 
And ruſh'd beneath his ſword ». 


O flop, ſhe cried, O flop thy arm! 
Thou doſt thy brother ſlay !—- 

And here the Hermit paus'd and wept: | 
His tongue no more could ſay. 


At length he cried, ye lovely pair, 
How ſhall I tell the reſt ) t 
It fell and flab'd her breaft. 


Wert thou thyſelſ that hapleſs youth'? 
Ah! cruel fate! they faid, 
The Hermit wept, and ſo did they : 
They figh'd ; he hung his head. 


O blind and jealous rage, he cried, 
What evils fromcthee flow ? 

The Hermit paus'd ; they ſilent mourn'd 3 
He wept, and they were woe. | 

Ahl! when. I heard my brother's name, 
And ſaw my lady bleed, 

I rav'd, I wept, I curſt my arm, 


In 


See the Vignette. 
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In vain I claſp'd her to my brealt, 
And clos'd the ghaſtly wound ; 

In vain I prefs'd his bleeding corpſe, 
And rais'd it from the ground. 


My brother, alas ! ſpoke never more ; 
His precious life was flown, ; 
She kindly ſtrove to ſooth my pain, 

Regardleſs of her own! 
Bertram ſhe ſaid, be comforted, 
And live to think on me ; 

May we in heaven that union prove, 
Which here was not to be! 
Bertram, ſhe faid, I fill was true: 
Thou only hadſt my heart: 

May we hereafier meet in bliſs ! | 
We now, alas! muſt part. 


For thee, I left my father's hall, 
And flew to thy relief : 

When, lo! near Cheviot's fatal hills 

I met a Scottiſh chief. 


Lord Malcolm's ſon, whats ſi love 
I had refus'd with ſcorn ; 

He flew my guards and feiz'd on me 
Upon that oral morn: 
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And in theſe dreary hated walls 
He kept me cloſe confin'd ; 
And fondly ſued and warmly preſs d 
To vin me to his mind. 


Fark veg men increce' my pain; 

Each night increas'd my fear; | 

When wandering in this northern garb | | 
Thy brother found me here. 2 


wo 


He quickly en dds brave delign 
I To ſet me captive free 3 
And on the moor his horſes wait 


Ty'd to a neighbouring trec. 1 


85 Then haſte, my hv, eſcape away, | 
"And for thyſelf provide ; 5 | 
And ſometimes fondly think on her, — 
Who lhould have been thy bride. 1 
Thus pouring comfort on my ſoul 
Even with her lateſt breath, 


She gave one parting fond embrace, 
And clos'd her eyes in death. 


, A 


In wild amaze, in ſpeechleſs woe, ; 
Devoid of ſeuſe Lay : 0 

Then ſudden all in frantic mood 
I meant my ſelſ to ſlay: 


YT DT 
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And nfag up 3 in furions haſte 2 
I feiz'd the bloody brand ?; i. e. Sword. } 
A flurdy arm here inte ipod, 
And wrench's it from my hand. 


A crow'd that from the caſlle came, 
1 Had miſs'd their lovely ward; 

* Aud ſeizing me to priſon bare, 
JQ deep in dungeon bar d. 


It chanc'd on that very morn 

1 Their chief was priſoner ta'en . 

| I Lord Pt xcy had us ſoon exchang'd, 
And ficove to ſoothe my pain. 


1 ſoon thoſe hor ored dear remains 
To England were couvey d; 

* And there within their ſilent tombs, 

4 1 With holy rites were laid. 


For me, I loath'd my wretcked life, 


) 

| And long to end it thought 3 

f Had better counſels taught. 
dee rais'd my heart tothat pure ſource, 


Whence heavenhy comfort flows : 


They taught me to deſpiſe ile world, . 
| Aud calmly bear lis woes. 
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Xs tive the lone faes gi 
Vain hope, and ſordid care; 
I meekly vowed to ſpend my life 


In penitence and prayer. 


The bold Sir Be xTR ax now no more, 
 Inapgtuous, hanghty, wild; | 
Tut poor and humble-BexeDict, 

Now lowly, patient, mild; 


My lands I gave to feed the poor, 
Aud ſacred altars raiſe; 

And here a lonely Anchorite 
1 came io end my days. 


| This Geet ſequellced vale I choſe, 
Theſe rocks aud hanging grove , 

For oft beſide that nuzemuring ſſream 
My love was wont to rove. 


My noble friend approv'd my : 
This bleſt retreat he gave: 

And here I carv'd her beauteous form, 
And ſcoop'd this wy cave. 15 


Full fifty winters, all fries, | | 
Muy life I've lingered here; ; 
And daily o'er this ſculptured faint | 

I drop the penſive tear. | | 


» 


— 
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And chou dear brother of my heart, 
So faithful and ſo true, 2 8 


Forſaken, ot forgot, 
The Pzxcy and his noble ſons 
Would grace my lowly cot. 


| Oki the great Earls from toils of ſlate, 
Would gladly ſeek my liute cell 

To ſpend the tranquil hour. 

But length of life, is length of woe, 

I hiv'd to mourn his fall: 
I liv'd to mourn his godlike ſons, 
And friends and followers all. 


Lov'd youth ſhall now reſtore 3 
And raiſe again the PER eV name 


He ceas'd, and on the lovely pair 


11 
And now what preſent courſe to take 
They aſk the good old fice ! 
And guided by his ſage advice 
To Scotland they retire. 
Mean-time their ſuit ſuch favor found 
At Raszr's flately hall, 
Earl Neville and his princely ſpouſe 
Now gladly pardon all. 
She ſuppliant at her ® Nephew's throne 
The royal grace implor'd : | 
To all the honors of his race 
The PExcy was reftor'd. 


The youthful Earl Hill more and more 
Admir'd his beauteous dame : . 
N:xz noble So xs to him ſhe bore, 

All worthy of their name, 


* n - = * 


2 


King Henry FV. Anno 1414. 


The account given in the foregoing ballad of young 
PRC, the fon of Horsrux, is confirmed by the fol- 


towing Extract from an old Chronicle formerly belonging 


2 E Hexny, 


— . A 
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„ 

Hz NRY Pr Rex, the ſon of fir IIæ AY PE Rex, that 
© was llayne at Shrewſbury, and of EI IZA nE Tn, the 
© danghter of the Erle of Marche, after the death of bis | 
Father and Grauntſyre, was exiled into Scotland“ in he 
© time of king Henry the Fourth: but in the time king 
n © Henry the Fiſth, by the labour of Jo nax xt the counets 

* of 2 (whoſe Daughter Al lax o he nad 


© weppeD IN comme 1xTo ExGLAND, he recovered 


* the King's grace, and the countye of Northumberland, 
© ſo was the ſecond Erle of Northumberland,” 
© Andofthis Al lAx ox his wife, he begate IX Sonnes, 


| ” and III Daughters, whoſe names be Jou AxxRE, that 


© is buried at Whitbye: Tnouas, lord Egremont; K- 


| © TrHanyxE Gray of Rythyn: Sir Rartx Percy; 
© Wirrtian Percy, a Byſhopp: Ricuarp Percy; 


© Jonx, thatdyed wirTHouT IzsvE : ſanother Jonx, 


called by Vincent + © Johannes Percy ſenior de Wark- 


worth: ! Georxce Percy, Clerk: HE xAx that dyed 


Wir novr IssuE: Ax x E- [beſides the eldeſt ſon 


* and ſucceſſor here omitted, becauſe he comes in below, viz. ] 


© Hexmy Pexcy, the Tu1RD Erle of NoTuCaBzR- | 


LAN 9.“ 


Vid. Harl. diss. No. 6s. (26.) in the Britiſh Muſeum, 
POST- 


i. e- remained an Exile in Scotland during the Reign 


of King Henry IV. In Scotia exulavit tempore Henrici 


Regis quarti. Lat. MSS. penes Duc. North. 
+ See his Great Baronag. No. 20, in the Herald's office, 


POSTSCRIPT, 


TT will perhaps gratify the cxrious Reader to be inform. | 
ed, that from a word or two formerly legible over one 


of the Chapel Doors, it is believed that that the Text there 


inſcribed was that Latin verſe of the Fin“ + Which is 


in our Trauſſation, 


MY TEARS HAVE BEEN MY MEAT DAT AND NIGHT, 


Ir is alſo certain, that the memory of the firſt Hermit 


was held in ſuch regard and veneration by the PE ACV fa 
mily, that they, afterwards maintained a Chantry Prieft, to 
reſide in the Hermitage, and celebrate Maſs in the Chapel: 


whoſe allowance, uncommonly liberal and munificent, was 


„ and 


its dependencies, e 06 . 
ver been endowed in mortmain, On this account we have 


no, Record, which fixes the date of the Foundetion, or : 


| gives any particular account of the firſt Hermit: but the 


following Inſtrument will ſhew the liberal Exhibuion af- 


forded to his Succefſors. It is the Patent granted to the 
laſt Hermit in 1532, and is copied from the ancient MS. 
book of ——_ 0 FI 
hand, in Henry the VIII bs time +, 

SIR 
l . 3. 
# Claſh EN 3. anes Duc, ab 1. 


Si 


bi 


4.4 
— 
vo 
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SIR CEORGE LANCASTRE PATENT oF XX 


F 


MERKS BY YERE. - 


© HexRrvy Erle of Northumberland, &c. Know youe 
that I the faid Erle, in conſideration of the diligent and 
thankfull fervice, that my well beloved Chaplen Sir George 
Lancaſtre hath don unto me the ſaid Erle, and aifo for the 
goode and vertus diſpoſition I do perceive in him: And for 
that he ſhall have in his daily recommendation and praier, 
the good eſlate of all ſuch noble Blode and other Perſonages, 
as be now levynge: And the Soules of ſuch noble Blode 
as be departed tothe mercy of God ewte of this preſent lyve, 
Whos Names are conteyned and wrettyn in a Table upon 
parchment ſigned with thande of me the faid Erle, and de- 


| livered to the cuſlodie and keapynge of the faid Sir George 
| Lancafire ; And further, that he ſhall kepe and ſaye his de- 
vyn ſervice in celebratyng and doynge Maſſe of Requiem 
every weke accordynge as it written and ſet forth in the 


ſaid Table: Have geven and graunted, and by theſe pre- 
ſentes do gyve and graunte unto the ſaid Sir George, myn 
Armytage belded in a Rock of flone within my Parke of 
WarkworTH in the Countie of Northumberland in the 


honour of the bleeſſed Trynete, With a yerly Stipendie of 


twenty Merks by yereꝰ, from the feeſt of ſeint Michell 
tharcaungle laſt paſt afore the date herof yerly durynge. the 
raturall ly ve of the ſaid Sir George: Ax o alſo I the fad 


Erle 33 and by theſe Preſents do 


gy ve 


* This r be equa! to 7 100 fer annum now. See 
th: (Aronicon Pretioſum. 
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| gyve ard graunte unto the faid Sir George Lancaſtre, the 


occupation of one litile Gresground of wyn called Cony- 1 
| ganth nygh adjoynynge the faid Harmytage, only to his | 
only uſe and proukit vy niet and ſumer durynge the ſaid 

terme; The Garden and Orteyarde belonyug the ſaid Ar- 

mytage; The Gate * and Paſture of Twelf Kye and a Bull, 


with their Calves ſucking; AxD two Horſes goyng and 


beyng within my ſaid Parke of Warkworth vynter and ſu- 


mer; One Draught of Fiſhe every Sundaie in the yere to be 


drawn fornen{t + the faid Army tage, called the Trynete 


Draught; Au D Twenty Lods of Fyrewode to be taken of 
my Wodds called Shillbotell Wode, during the ſaid term. 
The Stipend of xx Merks by yer to be taken and perceived i 


yerly of the rent and terme of my Fisſhing of Warkworth, | 


by thands of the Fermour or Fermours of the ſame for the 
__— ys 6 times ther uſed and accuſtyme 


by evyn Portions. In wyines | 
 Hllowe tv recompenſe whereof to thes my Letters 


hereof yerly ut F. Patentes I the faid Eric have 
* ſet the Scale of myn Armes: 


Neven undre my Signet at my | 


Calle of Warkwor:h, the third Daye of December, in 
the XXILI. Yer of the Reigne of cur Sovemys Lode 


Sag Honey che Wig.” | | On | 


2 i. e, Goung : from the verb, To Gas 
+ Or Fore- anenſt : i. e. oppoſite. + See MS. 


So the MS. The above Sir Richard Rych was Clan- 


ceellor of the Augmentations as dhe Sup preſſion of the Mo- 
. 
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/ Stipend of Ten Marks, and to have a free Chapel called 


| Warkworth, with a Chantry founded wir HIN the town 


| of Queen Elizabeth's time; and its cite, not far from 


i at 

On the Diſſolution of the Monaſleries, the above Pa- 
tent was produced before the Court of Augmemation in 
Michaelmas-Term, 20 Oct. A. 29. Hen. VIII. when 
the ſame was allowed by the Chancellor and Councel of the 
ſaid Court, and all the profits confirmed to the incumbent 
Sir George Lancafter; Excepting that in compenſation for 
the annual Stipend of Twenty Marks, he was to reccive a 


the Rood Chapel, and the Hoſpital of St. Leonard, within 
the Barony of Wigdon, in the County of Cumberland. 
After the peruſal of the above PAT EN it will perhaps 
be needleſs to caution the Reader againſt a Miſtake, ſome 
have fallen into; of confounding this Hermitage nzanr 


ſelf, by Nicholas de Farnham, biſhop of Durham, in the 
reign of Henry III. who appropriated the Church of Bran- 
keſlon for the maintenance there of Two Benediftine 
Monks from Durham“. That ſmall monaſtic foundation 
is indeed called a Cx IL by biſhop Tanner + : but he muſt 
be very ignorant, who ſuppoſes that by the word CEL is 
neceſſarily to be underſtood a Hermitage : whereas it was 
commonly applied to any ſmall conventual eſtabliſhment, 
which was dependant on another. 

As for the Chapel belonging to this endowment of biſhop 
Fernham, it is mentioned as in ruins in ſeveral old Surveys 


Warkworth 


ä 


- Ang. Sacr- 2 738. + Net. Mon. 396. 
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Warkworth Church. is fill remembered. But that . 1 


was never more than One Prieſt maintained, at one and the 


ſame time, within the Hermitage, is plainly proved (if any 


further proof be wanting) by the following Extract from a 

ſurvey of Warkworth, made in the Year 1567 *, viz · 

II ber is in che Parke ſſc. of Warkworth) alſo one Howſe 
hewyn within one Cragge, which is called the Hermitag 

Chapel: In the fame ther hanh bene One Preaſt keaped 

which did ſuch godlye Services as at that tyme was uſed 

and celebrated, The Mantion Howſe [ ſc. the ſmall huild- 


ing adjoining to the Cragge) ys now indecaye: The Cloſes 


gy ara Chantrie is occupied to his Lord: 
— 


— 


* By Geo. Clarkſon, MS. penes Duc. North, 


0" 


— — — — — — 
- HENRY any EMMA. 


UPON THE MODEL * 
THE NUT-BROWN MAID. bs 
By MATTHEW PRIOR. 


"HOU, ts whole eyes I bend, at whoſe coiumand, 
(Tho? low my voice, tho? artleſs be my hand) 
I take the ſprightly reed, and ſing and play, 

Careleſs of what the cens'ring world may fay ; 
Bright Cloe! object of my conſtant vow, 

Wilt thou awhile unbend thy ſerious brow ? 

Wilt thou with pleaſure hear thy lover's trains, 
And with one heav'nly faule o'erpay his pains ? 

No longer ſhall the Nut-Brown Maid be old, 
"Tho! fince her youth three hundred years have roll'd 3 
At thy defire ſhe ſhall again be rais d, 

And her reviving charms in laſting verſe be prais'd. 

No longer man of woman ſhall complain. 

That he may love and not be lov'd again: 

That we in vain the fickle ſex purſue, 
Whatever has been writ, whatever faid 
Of female paſſion feign'd, or faith decay d, 
 Henceforth ſhall in my verſe refuted fland, 
Be faid to winds, or writ upon the ſand : 
And while my notes to future times proclaim 
. 
Vol. I. 4. Oy faireſt 


O, faireſt of the fex ! be thou my Muſe : . 
Deign on my work chy influence to diſſuſe: 
Let me partake the bleſſings I rebearſe, 
And grant me Love the juſt reward of verſe. 
As Beanty's potent queen with ev'ry grace 
That once was Emma's has adorn'd thy face, 
And as her fon has to my boſom dean 
That conflant flame which faithful Henry felt - 
O let thy flory with thy life agree, —_ | 
Let men once more the bright example ſee; } 
What Emma was to him be thou to me: 
Nor ſend me by thy frown from her I love, 
Diſtant and fad, a baniſh'd man to rove ; 
But, oh! withpicy long entreated crown 
My pains and hopes ; 1 
Of all mankind thou low l, oh! think on me alone. 
Wurz beauteous-Ifis and her huſband Thane 
In tunes of yore an ancient baron v'd, 
Great gifts beſtow'd, and great reſpett receiv'd, 
When dreadful Edward with ſucceſsful care 
Led has foor Brnons to the Gallic war, 
In firm > to hits king's commands, 
And {all due honors faithfully diſcharg d) 
| Had brought back his paternil coat, enlarg'd 
Wich a new mark, the witneks of bis toil. = 
And no iuglorious part of f. reign ſpoil. 
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From the loud camp retir'd amd noify court, 
In honourable eaſe and rural ſport 


The remnant of his days he \.fely paſt, 


Nor found they lagg d too ſlow nor flew too faſt ; 
He made his wiſh with his effate comply, 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

One child he had, a daughter, challe and fair, 
His age's comfort, and his fortune's heit: 


They call'd her Emma, for the beauteous dame 
Who gave the virgin. birth had borne the name; 


The name ih · indulgent father doubly lov'd, 
For in the child the mother's charms improv'd 2 
Yet as when liule round his kuees ſhe play'd, 


- He call'd her of- in ſport bis Nu-brown Maid 3 


Uſage . fancy had begun; 
And Emma and the Nut-brown Maid were one, 5 
As wich her ſtature ftill ber charms increas'd, 


Thro' all the ifle her beauty was confeſs'd. 
Oh! what perfeftions muſl that virgin ſhare 


Who faireſt is eſteem'd where all are fair? 
From diſtant fliires repair the noble youth, 
And find report for once had leſſen d truth. 
By wonder firſt, and then by paſſion mov'd, 
They came, they ſaw, they marveli*d, and they Io d. 
By public pra ſes and by ſecret fighs 
OTE pes 1 open. 
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In tilts and tournaments the valiant ſtrove 
By glorious deeds to purchaſe Emma's love. 
And grac'd their choiceſt ſongs with Emma's name. 
In vain they combated, in vain they writ, | 
Veeleſs their firengib, and impotent their wit; 
Great Venus only muſt direft the dart, 
Which elſe will never reach the fair one's heart, 
Spite of th” attempts of Force and ſoft effefts of Art: 
Great Venus muſt prefer the happy one: 


In Henry's cauſe her favours muſt be ſhown. 


While theſe in public to the caſlle came, 

More ſecret ways the careful Henry takes; 

His ſquires, his arms, and equipage, forſakes, 

In borrow'd name and falſe attire array'd, 

Oſi he finds means to ſee the beauteous maid. 
When Emma hunts, in huntſman's habit dreſſ, 
Henry on foot purſues the bounding beaſt ; 

In his right hand his beachen pole he bears, 

And graceful at his fide his horn he wears. 

With knowing {kill he drives the future prey ; 
Direfts her ſpear to fix the glorious wound : 
Pleas'd in his toils to have her triumph crown'd, 
And blows her praiſes in no common ſound. 
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A fale'ner Henry is when Emma hawks ; 
With her of tarſels and lures he talks: 
Upon his wriſl the tow'ring merlin ftands, = 
Praftis'd to riſe and ſtoop at her commands: 
With humble rev'rence he accofts the fair, 

And with the honour d feathers decks her hair. 
Vet {lill as from the ſportive field ſhe goes, 
His downcaſt eye reveals his inward woes 3 
And by his look and forrow is expreſs —=» 

A nobler game purſu'd than bird or beaſt. 

A ſhepherd now along the plain he roves, 
. | 
Or to admire or emulate his fong : 

While with fofe foriow he renews fs lays, 

Nor heedful of their envy nor their praife : 

But ſoon as Emmia's eyes adorn the plain, = 
Hu notes he raiſes to a nobler fin, 

Wich dutiful reſpeti and fludious fear, 

Leſt any careleſs found offend her ear. 

A frantic gipſy now the houſe he haunts, 

And in wild phraſes ſpeaks diſſembled wants. 
Wich the ſond maids in palmiſtry he deals 3, 
They tell the ſecret firſt which he reveals ; 72 
Gags who Gall won, NU 333 
, E 3 


[ 54 ] 

But when bright Emma would her fortune know, 
A ſofter look unbends his op'ning brow : 
Wich trembling awe he gazes on her eye, 
And in ſoft accents forms the kind reply, 
That ſhe ſhall prove as fortunate as fair, 
And Hymen's choiceft gifs are all reſerv'd for ber. 
Now oft” had Henry chang d his fly diſguiſe, 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Emma's eyes; 
Ofr had found means alone to fee the dame, 
And at her feet to breathe his am'rous flame; 
And oft” the pangs of abſence to remove 
By letters, ſoft interpreters of love; 
Till time and induflry {the mighty two = 
| That bring dur wiſhes nearer to our view) 
Receiv'd his vows with no reluflant ear: 
That Venus had confirm'd her equal reign, 
And deak to Emma's heart a ſhate of Henry's pain. 

While Cupid ſmil'd, by kind occafion bleſ d, 
And with the ſecret kept ihe love increas'd, 
And much he meditates, for much he loves. 
He loves, tis true, and is belov'd again; 
Great are his joys ; but will they long remain ? 
But, ſmiling, will ſhe ever be the ſame ? 
And ſumme r ſeas are rul'd by fudden winds : 


2 | | © Another 


Ls) 
— ney gale hes enly yard: 
Time changes thought, and Flatt'ry conquers Truth. 
O impotent eſtate of human life ; 
And moſt we queſtion what we molt defire. : 
Amongſt thy various gifts, great Heav'n, beſtow 
onthe e nn 
S 
Or deems ut not ſincere, or fears i: cannot laſt. 
Wich wiſhes rais'd, with jealouſies oppreſt, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breaſt) 


me faith of woman and the force of love: | 
> If, ſcanning Emma's virtues, he may find 
He'll fix his hope, of future joy ſecure, 
And live a flave to Hymen's happy pow'r 
| But if the fair one, as he fears, is frail, — 
| If pois'd aright in Reaſon's equal ſcale, } 
| His mind he vows to free from am'rous care, 1 
The latent miſchief from his heart ro tear, | 
South of the caſtle ina verdant glade, 
A ſpreading beech extends her friendly ſhade! 


has 
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Here oſt her ſilence had her heart deelar'd, = 
As aQtive Spring awak'd her infant buds, 
Henry, in knots involving Emma's name, 

| Had half exprefs'd and half conceal'd his flame 
Upon this tree, and as the tender mark 

Crve wide yrar, ind widee/8 wid is duck, 
Venus had hear'd the virgin's ſoft addreſs, 

As potent Nature ſhed her kindly ſhow rs, 


And deck'd the various mead with op ning flow'ss, 


Upon this tree the nymphs obliging care 
Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair, 
Which as with gay delight the lover found, 


Peas d with his conqueſt, with her preſents crown'd, 


Glorious thro! all the plains he oft had gone, 
And to each ſwain the myflic honor ſhown, 
The gift ſlill prais'd, the giver flill unknown. 
| His ſecret note the troubled Henry writes 3 
Te be lone wee the lovely maid invites: 


That he can w her ear commend, 
| „ 
The remnant of the day alone the griev'd ; 
For diff rent this from ev ry former note 
[Which Venus difiated and Henry wrote 
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Which told her all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear boſom of his Nut-brown Maid; 

HS Wrich always ble her eyes and own'd her pow'r, 
And bid her oft” adieu, yet added more. 
No night advanc'd: 2 
The nurſe experienc'd, and the prying maid ; 
The lover's ſteps, the ancient maiden aunt, 
To her dear Henry Emma wings her way, 
With quicken'd pace repairing forc'd delay : 
For Love, fantaſtic por, that is afraid 
To flir abroad till Watchfulneſs be laid, 
Undaunted then o'er cliffs and vallies ſtrays, 
And leads his vot'ries ſafe thro” pathleſs ways. 
Not Argus with his hundred eyes ſhall ind 
Where Cupid goes, tho! he poor guide is blind. 
The maiden firſt arriving, ſent her eye 
To aſk if yet its chief delight were nigh: 
With fear and with defire, with joy and pain 
She ſees, and runs to meet him onthe plain; 
| But: oh! his ſteps proclaim no lover's haſte; 
On the low ground his fix d regards are caſt ; 

His artful boſom heaves diſſembled ſighs, 
With eaſe, alas! we credit what we love; 
In the afflitted fair: adown her cheek 
Trickliog the genuige tears their current break ? 
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Attentive ſtood the mournful nymph ; the man 
Broke ſilence firſt: che tale alternate ran. | 
Hex. Simceve, O tell me, hatt thou felt a pain, 
| Emma, beyond what woman knows to feign? = 
Has thy uncertain boſom ever firove 
Wich the tumult of a real love ? 
By turns averſe and j to obey ? 
Thy virgin ſofinefs halt thou e er bewail'd, 
As reaſon yielded and as love prevail'd ? 


His Lilling pleaſure, his exltaie fnen, 
And heavenly poifon thrilling thro? thy kean ? 
If fo, wirh pity view my wretched ſlate, 


And wept the potent god's refifileſs dart, ] | 


Ati leaſt deplore, and then forget my fate: 


To ſome mote happy knight reſerve thy charms, 
By fortune favour'd and ſucceſsſul arms ; 
And only as the ſun's revelving ray 
To an abandon d exile's endleſs care. 

For me, alas! outeaſt of bumas race, 
| Love's anger only waits and dire difgrace; 
For, lo! theſe. hands in murder ave imbru'd, 
Fate calls aloud, and haſtens me away 


A ſhameful death attends my longer flay ; 
And I this hight muſt fly from thee and love, 
Condemn'd in lonely woods a bamiſh'd man to rove. 

| | EMMAs 
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The flames which long have in my boſom reign'd : 
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zxc2ca. What is our bliſs that changeth with the moon, 
And day of life that darkens ere 'tis noon ? 
What is true paſſion, if unbleſt it dies ? 
And where is Emmg's joy if Henry flies ? 


If love, alas! be pain, the pain I bear 


No thonght can figure, and no tongue declare. 
Ne'er faithful woman felt, nor falſe one feign'd, 


The ged of Love himſelf inhabits there, 


Wich all us rage, and Cread, and grief, and care, 


His complement of ſtcres and total war. 1 
O! ceaſe then coldly to ſuſpect ny love, ' 


And let my deed at leaſt my faithapprove, 
Alas! no youth ſhall my endearments ſhare, 
Nor day nor night ſhall interrupt my care; 


No future ſtory ſhall with truth upbraid 


I ue cold indifi®rence of the Nut-brown Maid ; 


Nor to hard baniſhment ſhall Henry mn 


While carcleſs Emma ſleeps on beds of down. 
View me reſolv'd where'cr thon leaa'ſt to go, 


Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe; 

For I atteſt fair Venus and her ſon. 

That I of all mankind will love but thee alone. | 
HEN. Let prudence yet obilrutt thy vent'rous way, 


Aud take good heed what men will think and fay ; 
That beauteous Emma vagrant courſes took, 


Her father's houſe aud civil life forſook ; 


[ & J 
That full of youthful blood, and fond of man, 
She to the woodland with an exile ran. 
RefleRt, that lefſen'd fame is ne'er regain'd, 
And virgin-honor once, is always ſtain'd: 
Timely advis'd, the coming evil ſhan : 
Better not do the deed than weep it done : 
No penance can abſolve our guilty fame, 
Nor tears, that waſh out ſin, can waſh out ſhame: 
Then fly the fad effefts of deſp rate love, | 
And leave a baniſh'd man thro* lonely woods to rove. 
EMMA. Let Emma's hapleſs caſe be falſely told 
By theraſh young or the ill-natur'd old; 
| Letev'ry tongue its various cenſures chuſe, 
Abſolve with eoldneſa, or with ſpite accuſe : 
Fair Truth at laſt her radiant beams will raiſe, 
And Malice vanquiſh'd heighten's Virtue's praiſe 
Let then thy favor but indulge my flight, 
O! let my preſence make thy travels light, 
And potent Venus ſhall exalt my name 
Above the rumours of cenſorious Fame; 
Nor from that buſy demon's restleſa pow'r 
Than that this truth ſhould to the world be known, 
That I of all mankind have lov'd but thee alone. 

HEN. But canſt thou wield the fwordand bend the bow 7 
ele fine waits Pendy fre? = 
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Wilt thou, tho' wounded, yet undaunted flay, 


Perform thy part, and ſhare the dang'rous day? 


| Then as thy flrength decays thy heart will fail, 
Thy limbs all trembling, and thy checks all pale 3 


With fruitleſs ſorrow thou inglarious Maid, 

Wil weep thy fafery by thy love betray'd; 
Then tothy friend, thy foes oerchang's, deny 
Thy little uſeleſs aid, and coward fly; ; 
Then wilt thou curſe the chance that made thee love 


| A baniſh'd man, condemn'd in lonely woods to rove. 


| Ext. Wich fatal certainty Thaleſtris knew 
To ſend the arrow from the twanging yew : 
And, great in arms, and foremolt in the war, 
Bonduca brandifh'd high the Britiſh ſpear. 
Could thirſt of vengeance and defire of fame 


And ſhall not Love's diviner pow'r inſpire 


More hardy virtue and more gen'rous fire? 


Near thee, miſtruſt not, conflant I'll abide, 
And fall or vanquiſh, fighting by thy ſide. 


| Tho' my inferior ſlrengih may not allow 


That I ſhould bear or draw the warrior bow, 

Wich ready hand I will the ſhaft ſupply, 

And joy to ſee thy victor arrows fly. 

Touch'd in the battle by FOES 

Shouldſt thou, (but Heav'n avert it!) ſhouldft thou bleed, 
To flop thy wounds my fineſt lawn I'd tear, 


1 Waſh them with tears, and wipe them with my hair; 
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Afllictive want, or hunger's pre ſing pain ? 
Thoſe limbs, in lawn and ſofteſt fil array'd, | 
From ſunheams gua ded, and of winds afraid, 
Can they bear angry Jove ? can they re ſiſſ 


Ihe parching Dugflar and the bleak North-eaſl ? 
When, chili'd by adverſe ſnows and beating rain, 


We tread with w the longſome plam ; 
When with ara as rs, ar 


Berries and acorns, from the neighb'ring woods. 


And find among the cliffs no other houſe 
But the thin covert of ſome gather'd boughs, 
Wilt thou __ r thine eye 
Around the dreary waſte weeping 
'Tho” then, alas! that trial be too late) 1 

o find thy father's hoſpitable gate, 


And ſeats where Eaſe and Plenty brooding fat ? 


Theſe ſeats whence, | 
That gate for ever barr'd to thy return: 
Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 


Bien when my dangers and my toils have ſhown 
That I, of all mankind, could love but thee alone. 
_ nx. But canſi thou, tender Maid, canlt thou ſuſtain 


And hate a baniſh d man, cond: mn'd in woods to rove ? 


EMMA. Thy riſe of fortune did I only wed, 
From us decline determin'd to recede ; | 
Did I but purpoſe to embark with thee 
On the ſmouih ſurface of a ſummer's ſea, 


While gentle zephyrs play in proſp'rous gales, 


And Fortune's iavour fills the iwelling fails. 
But would for ſake the ſhip and make the ſhore, 
When the winds whiſtle and the tempelts roar? 
No, Henry, no : one facred oath has ty d 

Our loves; one deſtiny our life ſhall guide; 


Nor wild nor deep our common way divide. 


When from the cave thou riſeſt with the day 
To beat the woods and roule the bounding prey, 


The cave with moſs and branches I'll 
And cheerful fit to wait my lord's return. 


And 


excluded, thou muſt mourn ; 
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And when thou ſrequent bring'ſt the ſmitten deer, 
For ſeldom, archers ſay, —— err 

I'll fetch quick fuel from the neighb'ring wood. 

And ſleike the ſparkling flint, and drefs the food: 

Wich humble duty and ofh-10us haſte 

I'll cull the furtheſt mead for thy repaſt ; 

The choiceſt herbs I to thy board will bring, 
And draw thy water from the freſbeſi ſpring : 
And when at night, with _ toil oppreit, 

Soft flumbers thou enjoy ſt and whole ſome rel, 
Watchful Vil guard thee, and with midnight pray t 
Weary the gods to keep thee in their care 

And joyous aſk at morn's returning ray 

If thou halt health, and I may bleis the day. 
— My thoughts ſhall ix, my Lueit with depend 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinſman, father, friend, 
= By all the ſacred names be Henry known } 


| To Emma's heart; and, grateful, let him own 
That ſhe, of all mankind, could love but him alone. 
nk x. Vainly thou telleſt me what the woman's care 
Shall in the wildneſs of the wood prepare: 
Thou, ere thou goeſt. unhappicil of thy kind, 
Muſt leave the habit and the lex · behind. 
No longer ſhall thy comely tre ſſes break 
In flowing ringlets on thy ſnowy neck, 
Or fit behind thy head, an ample round, 
In graceful breeds, with vacious ribband bound; 
No longer hall the boddice aptly lac'd 
_=_ thy - boſom to thy ilender waiſt, 
That air and harmony of ſhape exprefs, 
Fine by de and Noe 4 fs; 
| Nor ſhall hy lower garments artful plait, 
| From thy fair fide dependant to thy feet, 
Arm their chaſte beauties with a modeſt pride, 
And double ev'ry charm they ſeek to hide. 
Th'ambroſial plenty of thy 2 hair 
Cropt off and loſt, fcarce lower than thy ear 
Shall ſtand uncouth; a horſeman's coat ſhall hide 
Thy taper ſhape and comelinels of ſide; | 
ER F 2 The 
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The ſhort trunk - hoſe ſhall ſhow thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common eye · ſight free ; 
And with a bolder firide 12 air, 

Mingled with men, a man thou muſt appear. 

Nor ſolitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
7,0 me bu» ye} gm oa 
* is uce ia an train were 5 

Or —— made innocence their care: 
Vagrants and outlaws ſhall offend thy view! 

For ſuch muſt be my friends; a hideous crew, 

By averſe fortune mix'd in ſocial ill, 
Train'd to aſſault, and difciplin'd to kill; 
"There common loves a lewd abandon'd pack, 
The beadle's laſh fliil flagrant on their back; 
By floth corrupted, by diforder fed, | 
Made bold by want, and proſtitute for bread : 

Wih fuch muſt Emma hunt the tedious day, 

Alb} their violence, and divide their prey; 

W'ih ſuch ſhe muſt return at ſeiiing light. 

Tho' not partaker, witneſs of their 2 

They eat, inur d to charitable founds 

And puying love, muſt feel the hateful wounds 

Of jeſt obſcene and vulgar ribaldry, 

The ill- bred queſiion and che lewd reply ; 

. Brought by long habitude from bad to worſe, 
Muſt hear the frequent oath, the direful curſe, 
That lateſt weapon of the wreiches' war, 

And blaſphemy, tad comrades of deſpair, 

Now, Emma. now the laſt reflection make, 
What thou wouldſt follow, what thou muit furſake ; 
By our ill omen'd flars and adverſe heav'n 
No middle object to thy choice is giv'n, 

Or yield thy virtue to attain thy love, 

Or leave a baniſh d man, condemn'd in woods to rove, 
| EwMa., O grief of heart! that our unhappy f. tes 
Force thee to ſuffer what thy honour hates; 
Mix thee amonglt the bad, or make thee run 
Too near the paths which Virtue bids thee ſhun, 
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Yet with her Henry ſtill let Emma go ; 
Wich him abhor the vice, but ſhare the woe: 
And ſure mv little heart can never err 
Amidſt the worſt, if my {till be there. 
Our outward aft i 18 ted from within, 
And from ihe finner's mind proceeds the fin : 
Buy her own choice free + mpg is appror d, | 
Nor by the force of outward objefts mov'd. 
Who has aſſay d no danger gains no praiſe, 
In a ſmall iſle, amidſt the wideſt ſeas, 
Triuwphant Conſtancy has fix d her ſeat; 
In vain the Syrens ſing, the tempeſts beats 3 WM 
Their flatt'ry the rejetts, nor fears their threat. 
For thee alone theſe lutle charms I dreſt, 
Condemn'd them or * d them by thy teſt: 
In comely my jewels ſhone, 
Or negligently ed for = alone; 
For thee again they ſhall be laid aſide; 
Ihe woman, Henry, ſhall cut off her pride | 
For thee, my clothes my ſex, exchang'd for thee, 
Fil mingle with the people's wretched lee: 
8 — extreme of human infamy ! 
ng the ſeiſſars, with theſe hands I'll tear 
(Eh — obſtrutts my flight) this load of hair: 
lack ſoot, or 4 walnut ſhall diſgrace 
This litile e face: 
Theſe nails with ſcratches ſhall deform my breaſt, 
— by 2 * be ex 
mark of ought born, or ever better dreſt. 
E. in wi commeces unde thi this di 
me ful hill Henry's ey 
Loft to heat he te "A 
My fate I can abſolve if he ſhall own 
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Or did I dream what Emma ne ver ſaid ? 
O guilty error! O wretched Maid! | 
W hole roving fancy would re ſolve the ſame | 
With him who next {hould tempt her eaty fame, 
And blow with empty words he ſuſceptible flame. 
Now why ſhould doubtful terms thy mind perplex ? 
Confeſs thy frailty and avow the ſex: 
No longer looſe deſire for conſl ant love 8 
Millake, but ſay, t is man with whom thou long' ſi to rove. 
EMMA. Are there not poiſons, racks, and flames, and 
That Emma thus muſt die by Henry's words; [foun. 
Yet what could ſwords or poiſon, racks or flame! | 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame ! | 
More fatal Henry's words, they murder Emma's fame. 
And fall theſe fayings from that gentle tongue, 
Where civil ſpeech and fofi perſuaſion hung ? 
Whoſe artful ſweetneſs and Farm. nious firamn, 
Courting m. , yet courting it in vain, | 
C8 ighs, and man, and withes, win an, 
And, while it Henry's glowing flame convey d, 
Still blam'd the coldneſs of the Nut-brown Maid ? 
Let envious Jealouſy and canker'd Spite, 
* yo my ations — ſevereſt light, 
And tax n day or ſecret ni | 
| Id he ay — — * 
"the leaſt inclin'd to play the wanton's part ? 
Did e er my eye one inward thought reveal, 
Which angels might not hear and virgins tell ? 


One fault but that I mull for ever own, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone ? 
HEN. Vainly thou talk'ſt of loving me alone; 

Each man is man, and all our ſex is one: 


And haſt Henry in my condutt known 5 


Nor in Love's ritual can we ever find 
Vows made to laſt, or 


Falſe are our words, and fickle is our mind; } 


promiſes to bind. 


By nature prompted, and for empire made, 
Alike by ttrergth or cuuning we iu ade: 


When 


[ & 3 
Wen arm'd with rage we march againſt the foe, 
We lift the battle-ax and draw the bow; | 
When fir'd with paſſion we attack the fair, 
Deluſive fighs and brittle vows we bear; 
Our falſchood and our _ have — 
As they our or delight 
The foo 8 av li — receive, 
| The only boun departing | ove can give. 0 
N To be le ſo wretched be no longer true; 3 
F What firives ta fly thee why ſhould'ſt thou — P 
| Forget the preſent flame, indulge a new; 
Singe che lovelieſt of the am'rons youth; 
| Alk for his vow, but hope not for his cd. 
The next man (and the next thou ſhalt believe) 
| Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive 
Wil 1 implore, perſiſt, o'ercome, — 
Hence let thy -upid aim his arrows right; 
Be wiſe and falſe, ſhun trouble, ſeck delight; 
Change thou the beſt, nor wait "thy lover's flight. | 
1 Why . - 
1 1 ! purſued the chace 
| Of youth and beauty: I another faw 


Fairer and younger: yielding to the la 
Of our all-ruling Mother, I purſu'd 
More youth, more beauty. Bleſt viciſſtude ! 
My ive heart flill keeps its iſtine fame, 
The objett alter'd, the * * 


This younger, fairer, pleads her rightful 3 
W ich preſent r compels me to her arms; 
And much | ane | uo lamp. my ſubjetted mind, 
| (If beauty's force to 4 love can bind) 
That years may roll ere in her turn 8 
| | Shall weep the fury of my love decay” 
1 2 dol 
q r 
Nor can the wildneſs of thy wiſhes err, - 
So wide to hope that thou may ſt live with her: 
J Love, well thou know'ft, no partnerſhip allows; 
_ Cupid averſe, rejefts divided VOWS 5 


[6] 


Then from thy fooliſh heart, vain Maid, remove 
An uſeleſs ſorrow and ll-{tr'd love, 


And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods to rove. | 


EMMA. Are we in life thro” one great error led ? 
Is each man perjur'd, and each nymph betray'd ? 
Of the ſuperior ſex art thou the worlt ? . 
Am I of mine the mine the moſt completely curſt ? 
Yet let me go with thee, and going prove, 

From what I will endure, how much I love. 

This potent _ this triumphant fair, 
This bo object of our diff rent care, 

Herlet me follow ; her let me attend, 

A ſervant: (ſhe may ſcorn the name of friend) 
What ſhe demands ince ſſant I'll prepare: 

J'il weave her garlands, and I'll prepare her hair; 
My buſy dili ſhall deck her bourd, 

or there at I may a h my lord) 

ind when her Henry's ſofter hours adviſe 
His ſervant's abſence, with dejetted eyes 


Fear Vil tecede, and ſighs forbid to riſe. 


Vet when increaſing grief brings {low diſcaſe, 
And ebbing life, on terms ſevere as theſe, 
Will have its liule lamp no fed ; : 


One pi h, reflefiing on 
And 2 which the — one day prove, 
Who hopes from Henry's vows eternal love. 
And thou forſworn, thou cruel, as thou art, 

If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart, 

To her whom love abandon d to deſpair ; 


P 


To 


[ 69 J 
To her who dying on the wounded 
Bid it in laſling characters be known 
That of mankind ſhe lov'd but thee alone. 


Hex. Hear, ſolemn Jove, and, conſcious Venus, hear; 


And thou, bright Maid, believe me whillt I ſwear : 
No time, no change, no future flame, ſhall move 


| The well-plac'd baſis of my laſting love. 


O pow'rful Virtue ! O victorious Fair! 


+ At leaſt excuſe a trial too ſevere ; 


Receive the triumph, and forget the war. 

No baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove, 
Entreats thy pardon, and implores thy love: 
No perjur'd knight defires to quit thy arms, 

| Faireſt colletnor of thy ſex's charms, : 
Crown of my love, and honour of my youth : 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth, 
As thou may'ſ wiſh, ſhall all his life employ, 


And found his lory in his Emma's joy. 


In me behold the potent Edyar's heir, 
Inuſtrious earl: him terrible in war, | 
Let Loyre confeſs, for ſhe has felt his ford, 


4» And trembling fled before the Britiſh lord. 


Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows, 
For the amid{i his ſpacious m ados flows. 
Inclines her urn upon his fatten'd lands, 

And ſees his num rous herds imprint her ſands. 


i” 


And thou, my Fair, my Dove, thalt raiſe thy thought 
To greatnels next to empire, ſhalt be he ag | 


With ſolemn pomp to m rnal ſeat, 
| Where peace * 4 word {hall wait: 
Muſic and ſong ſhall wait the marriage day, 

And while the prieſts accuſe the bride's delay, 

Myrtles and rofes ſhall obſlrutt her way, 

Friendſhip ſhall Aill thy ev'ning fealls adorn, 

And blooming Peace ſhall ever bleſs thy morn ; 

Succeeding years their happy race ſhall run 

And Age unheeded by delight come on, 

While yet ſuperior love ſhall mock his pow'r ; 

And when old Time ſhall turif the fated hour, 


} 


Which 


1 
Which only can our well-ty'd unfold, 
What refls of both one ſepulchre ſhall hold. 
Hence, then, for my Emma's breaſt | 
That heav'n of ſoftneſs, and that teat of reſt) 

e Goubts and fears, and all that know to move 
Tormenting grief, and all that trouble love ; 
Scatter'd by winds recede, and wild in foreſts rove. 

EMMA. Oday! the faireſt ſure that ever roſe ! 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes ! 1 
Sire of her joy : and ſource of her delight, 
O! wing'd wich pleaſure take thy happy flight, 
And give each future morn a tincture of thy white, 
Yet tell thy vot'ry, potent queen of Love, | 
Henry, my Henry, will he never rove ? 
Will he be ever kind, and jull, and good ? 
And is there yet no miſtreſs in the wood 7 . 
None, none there is: the thought was raſh and vain, 
A falſe idea, and a fancy 'd pain, ER ys 
Doubt ſhall ever quit my ſtrengchen'd heart, 

And anxious Jealouly's corroding dart; 

Nor other inmate {hail inhabit there, 5 

But ſoft Belief, young Joy, and pleaſing Care. 
Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 

And Fortune's various gale unheeded blow. 

If at my 1 ſuppliant goddeſs ſtands 

And ſheds her tre with unweary d hands, 

Her prt ſent favor cautious I'il embrace, | 

And not unthankful uſe the proffer'd grace; 

If ſhe reclaims the temporary boon, 

And tries her pinions, llutt' ting to begone. 

Secure of mind I'll obyfate her intent. 


Friend ſhip's laws, and Love's ſuperior 
From the events which thy commands create 

I muſt my blellings or my ſorrows date, 

And Henry's will muſt dittate Emma's fate. 


„ prrprr. ggg perspnge 


K. 
[93 | 
Yet while with cloſe delight and inward pride 
Which from the world ce dab le 
r 
Exalted high as ee 
With pow pg eſted, 3 A 8 
Sought by the or fear 
AN 
Which humey vows at ſmoking ſhrines implore : 
Grateful and humble let me 
My life ſubſervient to thy joy, 
And at my death to bleſs thy kindneGs ſhown 
To her who, of mankind, could love but thee alone. 
Wut re thus the conſtant pair alternate 
Joy ſul above them and around them play d 
Ange and ſor e Loves, a num'rous crowd ; 
| Smiling they cl 8 and low they bow'd : 

o'er, = 

EA. 
| That when their god ſhould take his future darts, | 
} To firike (however rarely) conſtant hearts, 
2 {kill might proper arms 


and all = 
an Cl 0 
lovers conſtancy, See 


tes, r 


u A 
| as proud and d the mutual vow to hear, 
And tothe triumph call'd the god of War: E 


{ 72 J 
To recolleft unweary d Malbro's toils, 5 
Old Rufus Hall unequal to his ſpoils 
The Britiſh ſoldier from his high command | 
Glorious, and Gaul — . his hand, 


es: 
From ev ry annual courſe let one great day 
dt Gan edt * 
Be ſet ade; and in the foficit lays 
Of thy poetic ſons, be ſolemn praiſe 

And everlaſting marks of honor paid 
To the true Lover and the Nut-brown Maid. 
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